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PREFACE. 


Ip it be the good foriur-e of this work to possess 
any interest for the Novel Reader, that interest, per- 

• . " • • V- 

haps, will be but little dcnved from the customary 

, elements of fiction. — The plot is .eiiremely slight; 

the incidents are few, and with the' exception of those 

which involve the fate of Vivian, such as may be found 

in the records of ordinary life. — 

Regarded as a Novel, this attempt is an experiment 

somewhat apart from the previous works of the 

» 

Author; — it is the first in which Humour has been 
employed less for the purpose of satire than in illus- 
tration of amiable characters — it is the first, too, in 
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which Mau has been viewed less in his active relations 
with the world than in his repose at his own hearth. 
In a word, the greater part of the canvas has been 
devoted to the completion of a simple Family Picture. 
And thus, in any appeal to the sympathies of the 
human heart, the common household affections occupy 
the place of those livelier or larger passions which 
usually (alid‘ JiQt.'uiyus^y ant)gale the foreground in 
Romantic Com'positioju*;* :**: 

. > . ‘ • •****:: t 

In the hero ivhQse. aufoJtlihgi^phy connects the dif- 
ferent characters and events of the work it has been 
the Author’s intention to imply the influences of Home 
upon the conduct and career of youth; and in the 
ambition which estranges Pisistratus, for a time, 
from the sedentary occupations in which the man of 
civilized life usually serves his apprenticeship to 
Fortune or to Fame, it is not designed to describe 
the fever of Genius conscious of superior powers and 
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aspiring to high destinies, but the natural tendencies 
of a fresh and buoyant mind, rather vigorous than 
contemplative, and in which the desire of action is 
but the symptom of health. — Pisistkatus, in this 
Irespect, (as he himself feels and implies) becomes the 
specimen or type of a class, the numbers of which are 
daily encreasing in the inevitable progress of modern 
Civilization — he is one too many in the midst of the 
crowd: he is the representative of the exubei^t 
energies of youth, turning, as with the instinct of 
Nature for space and developement, from the Old 
World to the New. 

That which may be called the interior meaning of the 
whole is sought to be completed by the inference that, 
whatever our wanderings, our happiness will always 
be found within a narrow compass and amidst the 
objects more immediately within our reach; — but 
that we are seldom sensible of this truth (hacknied 
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tho’ it be in the Schools of all Philosophies) till our 
researches have spread over a wider area. To 

ensure the blessing of repose we require a brisker 
exercise than a few turns up and down our room. 
Content is like that humour in the crystal on 
which Claudian has lavished the wonder of a child 
and the fancies of a poet — 

Vivis gemma tumescit aquis. ’* 

E. S. L> 

Creuznacb, 

September 1S49. 
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THE CAXTONS; 

A 

FAMILY PICTURE. 


PART I. 


CHAPTER I. 

Sm — Sir — it is a boy I ” 

“A boy,” said my father, looking up from his book, and 
evidently much puzzled ; “ what is a boy ? ” 

Now, j my father did not mean by that interrogatory to 
challenge philosophical inquiry, nor to demand of the honest 
but unenlightened woman who had just rushed into his study, 
a solution of that mystery , physiological and psychological, 
which has puzzled so many curious sages, and lies still involved 
in the question, “What is man?” For, as we need not look 
farther than Dr. Johnson’s Dictionary to know that a boy is 
“a male child” — t. the male young of man ; so he who 
would go to the depth of things , and know scientifically what 
is a boy, must be able first to ascertain “what is a man?” 
But, for aught I know, my father may have been satisfied 
with Bufibn on that score, or he may have sided with Mon- 
boddo. He may have agreed with Bishop Berkeley — he may 
have contented himself with Professor Combe — he may have 
•regarded the genus spiritually, like Zeno, or materially, like 
The Caxlons. I. 1 
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Epicurus. Grant that boy is the male young of man, and he 
would have had plenty of definitions to choose from. He 
might have said, “Man is a stomach — ergo, boy a male 
young stomach. Man is a brain, — boy a male young brain. 
Man is a bundle of habits — boy a male young bundle of 
habits. Man is a machine — boy a male young machine. Man 
is a tail-less monkey — boy a male young tail-less monkey. 
Man is a combination of gases — boy a male young combina- 
tion of gases. Man is an appearance — boy a male young 
appearance,” &c. &c., and etcetera, ad infinitum! And if 
none of these definitions had entirely satisfied my father, I am 
perfectly persuaded that he would never have come to Mrs. 
Primmins for a new one. 

But it so happened that my father was at that moment 
engaged In the important consideration whether the Iliad was 
written by one Homer — or was rather a collection of sundry 
ballads, done into Greek by divers hands, and finally selected, 
compiled, and reduced into a whole by a Committee of Taste, 
under that elegant old tjTant Pisistratus; and the sudden 
affirmation “It is a boy,” did not seem to him pertinent to the 
thread of the discussion. Therefore he asked, “What is a 
boy?” — vaguely, and, as it were, taken by surprise. 

“Lord, Sir!” said Mrs. Primmins, “what is ahoy? Why, 
the baby 1 ” 

“The baby!” repeated my father, rising. “What, you 
don’t mean to say that Mrs. Caxton is — eh — ? ” 

“Yes I do,” said Mrs. Primmins, dropping a curtsey ; “ and 
as fine a little rogue as ever I set eyes upon.” 

“Poor, dear woman!” said my father with great com- 
passion. “So soon too — so rapidly I ” he resumed in a tone 
of musing surprise. “Why, it is but the other day we were 
married 1 ” • 
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“Mr. Squills,” exclaimed my mother, and the bed-curtains 
trembled , “ pray see that Mr. Caxton does not set hhnself on 
fire; — and, Mr. Squills, tell him not to be vexed and miss 
me. — I shall be down very soon — shan’t I ? ” 

“If you keep yourself easy you will. Ma’am.” 

“Pray say so ; — and, Frimmins, — ” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“ Every one , I fear , is neglecting your master._ Be sure, •— 
(and my mother’s lips approached close to Mrs. Frimmins’ 
ear,) — be sure that you — air his nightcap yourself.” 

“Tender creatures those women,” soliloquised Mr. Squills, 
as, after clearing the room of all present, save Mrs. Frimmins 
f and the nurse, he took his way towards my father’s study. 
Encountering the footman in the passage, — “John,” said he, 
“take supper into your master’s room — and make us some 
punch , will you ? — stifQsh I ” 

CHAPTER II. 

“Mr. Caxton, how on earth did you ever come to 
marry?” asked Mr. Squills, abruptly, with his feet on the 
^ hob , while stirring up his punch. 

That was a home question , which many men might reason- 
ably resent. But my father scarcely knew what resentment 
was. 

“Squills,” said he, turning round from his books, and 
■ laying one finger on the surgeon’s arm confidentially, — 
“Squills,” siud he, “I should be glad to know myself how I 
came to be married.” 

Mr. Squills was a jovial good-hearted man — stout, fat, 
■ and with fine teeth, that made his laugh pleasant to look 
at as well as to hear. Mr. Squills, moreover, was a bit of a 
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philosopher in his way ; — studied human nature In curing its 
diseases; — and was accustomed to say, that Mr. Caxton was 
a better book in himself than all he had in his library. Mr. 
Squills laughed and rubbed his hands. 

My father resumed thoughtfully, and in the tone of one 
who moralises : — 

“ There are three great events in life. Sir ; birth, marriage, 
and death. None know how they are bom, few know how 
they die. But I suspect that many can account for the inter- 
mediate phenomenon — I cannot.” 

“It was not for money, — it must have been for love,” 
observed Mr. Squills ; “ and your young wife is as pretty as 
she is good.” 

“Ha!” said my father, “I remember.” 

“Do you. Sir?” exclaimed Squills, highly amused. “How 
was it?” 

My father, as was often the case with him, protracted his 
reply, and then seemed rather to commune with himself than 
to answer Mr. Squills. 

“ The kindest, the best of men,” he murmured, — **Abyssus 
Eruditionis: and to think that he bestowed on me the only 
fortune he had to leave, instead of to his own flesh and blood. 
Jack and Kitty. All at least that I could grasp dejiciente 
manu, of his Latin, his Greek, his Orientals. What do I not 
owe to him! ” 

“To whom?” asked Squills. “Good Lord, what’s the 
man talking about? ” 

“Yes, Sir,” said my father rousing himself, “such was • 
Giles Tibbets, M. A., Sol Scientiarum , tutor to the humble 
scholar you address , and father to poor Kitty. He left me his 
Elzevirs ; he left me also his orphan daughter.” 

“Oh! as a wife— ” 

“No , as a ward. So she came to live in my house I am 
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sure there was no harm in it. But my neighbours said there 
was, and the widow Weltraum told me the girl’s character 
would suffer. What could I do? — Oh yes, I recollect all 
now I I married her, that my old friend’s child might have a 
roof to her head, and come to no harm. You see I was forced 
to do her that injury, for after all, poor young creature, it 
was a sad lot for her. A dull book-worm like me — cochlea: 
vitam agent, Mr. Squills — leading the life of a snail. But my 
shell was all I could offer to my poor friend’s orphan.” 

“Mr. Caxton, I honour you,” said Squills emphatically, 
jumping up and spilling half a tumbler-full of scalding punch 
over my father’s legs. “You have a heart, Sir! and I under- 
stand why your wife loves you. You seem a cold man; but 
you have tears in your eyes at this moment.” 

“I dare say I have,” said my father, rubbing his shins : “ it 
was boiling!” 

“And your son will be a comfort to you both,” said Mr. 
Squills, reseating himself, and, in his friendly emotion, 
wholly abstracted from all consciousness of the suffering he 
had inflicted. “He will be a dove of peace to your ark.” 

“I don’t doubt it,” said my father ruefully, “only those 
doves , when they are small, are a very noisy sort of birds — 
non talitm avium cantus somnum reducent. However, it might 
have been worse. Leda had twins.” 

“So had Mrs. Barnabas last week,” rejoined the ac- 
coucheur. “Who knows what may' be ih store for you yet? 
Here ’s a health to Master Caxton , and lots of brothers and 
sisterato him!” 

“Brothers and sisters! I am sure Mrs. Caxton will never 
think of such a thing. Sir,” said my father almost indignantly. 
“She ’s much too good a wife to behave so. Once, in a way, 
it is all very well; but twice — and as it is, not a paper in its 
place, nor a pen mended the last three days : I, too, who can 
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only write *euspide duriu$culA' — and the Baker coming twice 
to me for his bill too 1 The Ilithyie are troublesome deities^ 
Mr. Squills.” 

“ Who are the Dithyie,” asked the accoucheur. 

“You ought to know,” answered my father, smiling. 
“The female daemons who presided over the Neogilos or 
Xew-bom. They take the name from Juno. See Horner^ 
book XI. By the bye, will my Neogilos be brought up like 
Hector or Astyanax , — videlicet y nourished by its mother or 
by a nurse?” 

“Which do you prefer, Mr. Caxton?” asked Mr. Squills, 
breaking the sugar in his tumbler. “ In this I always deem it 
my duty to consult the wishes of the gentleman.” 

“A nurse by all means , then,” said my father. “And let 
her carry him upo kolpo , next to her bosom. I know all tl^ 
has been said about mothers nursing their own infants , Mr. 
Squills; but poor Kitty is so sensitive, that I think a stout 
healthy peasant woman will be beet for the boy’s future nerves, 
and his mother’s nerves, present and ftiture too. Heigh-ho 1 — 
I shall miss the dear woman very much ; when will she be up, 
Mr. Squills?” 

“Oh, in less than a fortnight!” 

“And then the Neogilos shall go to school I upo kolpo — the 
nurse with him, and all will be right again,” said my father, 
with a look of sly mysterious humour, which was peculiar 
to him. * 

“School! when he ’s just bom?” 

“ Can’t begin too soon,” said my father positively; <^that ’s 
Helvetius’ opinion , and it is mine too ! ” 
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CHAPTER III. 

That I was a very wonderful child, I take for granted; 
but, nevertheless, it was not of my own knowledge that I 
came into possession of the circumstances set down in my 
former chapters. But my father’s conduct on the occasion of 
my birth made a notable impression upon all who witnessed 
it; and Mr. Squills and Mrs. Piimmins have related the facts to 
me sufficiently often, to make me as well acquainted with 
them as those worthy witnesses themselves. I fancy I see 
my father before me, in his dark-gray dressing-gown, and 
with his odd, half sly, half izmocent twitch of the mouth, and 
peculiar puzzling look, from two quiet, abstracted, indolently 
handsome eyes , at the moment he agreed with Helvetius on 
the propriety of sending me to school as soon as I was bom. 
Nobody knew exactly what to make of my father — his wife 
excepted. The People of Abdera sent for Hippocrates to 
cure the supposed insanity of Democritus, ‘who at that time,* 
saith Hippocrates drily, ‘was seriously engaged in Philosophy.’ 
That same People of Abdera would certainly have found very 
alarming symptoms of madness in my poor father ; for, like 
Democritus, ‘he esteemed as nothing the things,’ great or 
small, in which the rest of the world were employed. Ac- 
cordingly, some set him down as a sage, some as a fool. 
The neighbouring clerg)' respected him aS a scholar, “breath- 
ing libraries ; ” the ladies despised him as an absent pedant, 
who had no more gallantry than a stock or a stone. The poor 
loved him for his charities, but laughed at him as a weak sort 
of man, easily taken in. Yet the squires and farmers found 
that, in their own matters of raral business, he had always a 
fund of curious information to impart; and whoever, young 
or old, gentle or simple, learned or ignorant, asked his advice, 
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it was given with not more humility than wisdom. In the 
common affairs of life, he seemed incapable of acting for 
himself; he left all to my mother; or, if taken unawares, was 
pretty sure to bo the dupe. But in those very affairs — if 
another consulted him — his eye brightened, his brow cleared, 
the desire of serving made him a new being: cautious, pro> 
found, practical. Too lazy or too languid where only his 
own interests were at stake — touch his benevolence, and all 
the wheels of the clockwork felt the impetus of the master- 
spring. No wonder that, to others, the nut of such a cha- 
racter was hard to crack ! But, in the eyes of my poor mother, 
Augustine (familiarly Austin) Caxton was the best and the 
greatest of human beings; and she ought to have known 
him well, for she studied him with her whole heart, knew 
every trick of his face , and , nine times out of ten , divined 
what he was going to say, before he opened his lips. Yet 
cerUunly there were deeps in his nature which the plummet 
of her tender woman’s wit had never sounded ; and, certainly, 
it sometimes happened that, even in his most domestic collo- 
quialisms, my mother was in doubt whether he was the simple 
straightforward person he was mostly taken for. There was, 
indeed, a kind of suppressed subtle irony about him, too un- 
substantial to be popularly called humour, but dimly implying 
some sort of jest, which he kept all to himself; and this was 
only noticeable when he said something that sounded verj* 
grave, or appeared to the grave very silly and irrational. 

That I did not go to school — at least to what Mr. Squills 
understood by the word school — quite so soon as intendedj 
I need scarcely observe. In fact, my mother managed so 
well — my nursery, by means of double doors , was so placed 
out of hearing — that my father, for the most part, was pri- 
vileged, if he pleased, to forget my existence. He was once 
dimly recalled to it on the occasion of my christening. Now, 
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my father was a shy man, and he particularly hated all cere- 
monies and public spectacles. He became uneasily aware 
that a great ceremony, in which he might be called upon 
to play a prominent part, was at hand. Abstracted as he was, 
and conveniently deaf at times, he had heard significant whis- 
* pers about “taking advantage of the bishop’s being in the 
neighbourhood,” and “twelve new jelly glasses being ab- 
solutely wanted,” to be sure that some, deadly festivity was in 
the wind. And, when the question of godmother and god- 
father was fairly put to him, coupled with the remark that ♦ 
this was a fine opportunity to return the civilities of the neigh- 
bourhood, he felt that a strong effort at escape was the only 
thing left. Accordingly, having, seemingly without listening, 
heard the day fixed, and seen, as they thought, without ob- 
serving, the chintz chairs in the best drawing-room un- 
covered, (my dear mother was the tidiest woman in the 
world,) my father suddenly discovered that there was to 
be a great book sale, twenty miles off, which would last four 
days, and attend it he must. My mother sighed; but she 
never contradicted my father, even when he was wrong, as 
he certainly was in this case. She only dropped a timid 
intimation that she feared “It would look odd, and the world 
might misconstrue my father’s absence — had not she better 
put off the christening? ” 

“My dear,” answered my father, “it will be my duty, 
by-and-by, to christen the boy — a duty not done in a day. 

At present, I have no doubt that the bishop will do very well 
without me. Let the day stand, or, if you put it off, upon 
my word and honour I believe that the wicked auctioneer will 
put off the book sale also. Of one thing I am quite sure, that 
the sale and the christening will take place at the same time.” 

There was no getting over this; but I am certain my dear 
mother had much less heart than before in uncovering the 
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chintz chairs, in the best drawing-room. Five years later 
this would not have h^>pened. My mother would have kissed 
my father and said “Stay,** and he would have staid. Sut 
she was then veiy young and timid; and he, wild man, not of 
the woods but the cloisters, nor yet civilised into the tractabi- 
lities of home. In short, the post-chaise was ordered and 
the carpet-bag packed. 

“My love,” said my mother, the night before tbis Hegira, 
looking up from her work — “my love, there is one thing you 
• have quite foigot to settle — I beg pardon for disturbing 
you, but it is important! — baby’s name; shan’t we call him 
Augustine?” 

“Augustine,” said my father, dreamily; “why, that 
name ’s mine.” ^ 

“And you would like your boy’s to be the same?” 

“No,” said my father, rousing himself. “Nobody would 
know which was which. I should catch myself learning the 
Latin accidence or playing at marbles. I should never know 
my own identity, and Mrs. Primmins would be giving 
me pap.” 

My mother smiled; and, putting her hand, which was a 
very pretty one; on my father’s shoulder, and looking at him 
tenderly, she said, “There ’s no fear of mistaking you for 
any other, even your son, dearest. Still, if you prefer 
another name, what shall it be?” 

“ Samuel,” said my father. “ Dr. Parr’s name is Samuel.” 
“La, my love! Samuel is the ugliest name — ” 

My father did not hear the exclamation, he was again deep 
in his books; presently he started up: — “Barnes says 
Homer is Solomon. Read Omeros backwards, in the Hebrew 
. manner ■ — ” 

“Yes, my love,” interrupted my mother. “But baby’s 
Christian name?” 
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“ Omeros — Soremo — Soiemo — Solomo ! ” 

‘*SolomoI shocking,” said my mother. 

* Shocking, indeed,” echoed my father, “an outrage 
to common sense.” Then, after glancing again over his 
books, he broke out musingly — “But, after all, it is non- 
sense to suppose that Homer was not settled till hit time.” 
“Whose?” asked my mother, mechanically. 

My father lifted up his finger. 

My mother continued, after a short pause, “Arthur is 
a pretty name. Then there ’s William — Henry — Charles — 
Robert. What shall it be, love?” 

“Pisistratus?” said my father, (who had hung fire till 
then,) in a tone of contempt — “Pisistratus indeed ! ” 

“Pisistratusl a very fine name,” said my mother joy- 
fully — “Pisistratus Caxton. Thank you, my love: Pisis- 
tratus it shall be.” 

“Do you contradict me? Do you side with Wolf and 
Heyne, and that pragmatical fellow Vico? Do you mean to 
say that the Rhapsodists ” — 

“No, indeed,” interrupted my mother. “My dear, you 
fnghten me.” 

My father sighed, and threw himself back in his chair. 
My mother took courage and resumed. 

“Pisistratus is a long name too ! Still, one could call him 
Sisty.” 

“Siste, Viator,” muttered my fathnr; “that ’s trite!” 
“No, Sisty by itself — short. Thank you, my dear.” 
Fotir days afterwards, on his return from the book sale, 
to my father’s inexpressible bewilderment, he was informed 
that “Pisistratus was growing the very image of him.” 

When at length the good man was made thoroughly aware 
of the fact, that his son and heir boasted a name so memo- 
rable in history as that bomb by the enslaver of Athens, and 
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the disputed arranger of Homer — and it was asserted to be 
a name that he himself had suggested — he was as angry as so 
mild a man could be. “But it is infamous!” he exclaimed. 
“Pisistratus christened! Fisistratus! who lived six hundred 
years before Christ was bom. Good heavens, Madam I You 
have made me the father of an anachronism.” 

My mother burst into tears. But the evil was irremediable. 
An anachronism I was, and an anachronism I must continue 
to the end of the chapter. 


CHAPTER IV. 

“Or course, Sir, you will begin soon to educate your son 
yourself? ” said Mr. Squills. 

“Of course. Sir,” said my father, “you have read Mar- 
tinus Scriblerus? ” 

“I don’t understand you, Mr. Caxton.” 

“ Then you have not read Martinus Scriblerus , Mr. 
Squills!” 

“ Consider that I have read it, and what then?” 

“Why then. Squills,” said my father familiary, “you 
would know, that though a scholar is often a fool, he is never 
a fool so supreme, so superlative, as when he is defacing the 
first unsullied page of the human history, by entering into 
it the commonplaces of his own pedantry. A scholar. Sir, 
at least one like me, is of all persons the most unfit to teach 
young children. A mother. Sir, a simple, natural, loving 
mother, is the infant’s true guide to knowledge.” 

“Egad, Mr. Caxton, in spite of Helvetius, whom yon 
quoted the night the boy was bom — egad, I believe you are 
right!” 

“I am sure of it,” said my father; “at least as sure as a 
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poor mortal can be of any thing. I agree with Helvetius, the 
child should be educated from its birth; but how? — there is 
the rub; send him to school forthwith! Cemtainly, he is at 
school already with the two great principles, Nature and Love. 
Observe, that childhood and genius have the same master 
organ in common — inquisitiveness. Let childhood have its 
way, and as it began where genius begins, it may find what 
genius finds. A certain Greek writer tells us of some man, 
who, in order to save his bees a troublesome flight to 
Hymettus, cut their wings, and placed before them the finest 
flowers he could select. The poor bees made no honey. 
Now, Sir, if I were to teach my boy, I should be cutting his 
wings and giving him the flowers he should find himself. Let 
us leave Nature alone for the present, and Nature’s loving 
proxy, the watchful mother.” 

Therewith my father pointed to his heir sprawling on the 
grass, and plucking daisies on the lawn; while the young 
mother’s voice rose merrily, laughing a the child’s glee. 

“I shall make but a poor bill out of your nursery, I see,” 
said Mr. Squills. 

Agreeably to these doctrines, strange in so learned a 
father, I thrived and flourished, and learned to spell, and make 
pothooks , under the joint care of my mother and Dame Prim- 
mins. This last was one of an old race fast dying away — the 
race of old faithful servants — the race of old tale-telling 
nurses. She had reared my mother before me; but her 
affection put out new flowers for the new generation. She was 
a Devonshire woman — and Devonshire women, especially 
those who have passed their youth near the sea-coast, are ge- 
nerally superstitious. She had a wonderful budget of fables. 
Before I was six years old, I was erudite in that primitive litera- 
ture , in which the legends of all nations are traced to a com- 
mon fountain — Puss in Boots y Tom Thumb, Fortunio, Fortu- 
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natuSf Jack the Giant-killer — tales like proverbs, equally fami- 
liar, under different versions, to the infant worshipper of Budh 
and the hardier children of Thor. I may say, without vanity, 
that in an examination in those venerable cassios 1 could have 
taken honours ! 

My dear mother had some little misgivings as to the solid 
benefit to be derived from such fantastic erudition, and timidly 
consulted my father thereon. 

“My love,” answered my father, in that tone of voice 
which always puzzled even my mother, to be sure whether he 
was in jest or earnest — “in all these tables, certain philoso- 
phers could easily discover s^unbolical sigiufications of the 
highest morality. I have myself written a treatise to prove 
that Puss in Boots is an allegory upon the progress of the human 
understanding, having its origin in the mystical schools of the 
Egyptian priests, and evidently an illustration of the worship 
rendered at Thebes and Memphis to those feline quadrupeds, 
of which they made both religious symbols and elaboi^ate 
mummies. ” 

“My dear Austin , ” said my mother opening her blue eyes, 
“you don’t think that Sisty will discover all those fine things 
in Puss in Boots 1 ’ ’ 

“My dear Kitty, ” answered my father, “you don’t think, 
when you were good enough to take up with me, that you 
found in me all the fine things I have learned from books. You 
knew me only as a harmless creature , who was happy enough 
to please your fancy. By-and-by you discovered that I was 
no worse fdr ^ the quartos that have transmigrated into ideas 
within me — ideas that are mysteries even to myself. If Sisty, 
as you call the child, (plague on that unlucky anachronism I 
which you do well to abbreviate into a dissyllable,) if Sisty 
can’t discover all the wisdom of Egypt in Puss in Boots ^ what 
then? ta is harmless, and it pleases his fancy. All 
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that wakes curiosity is wisdom, if innocent — all that pleases 
the fancy now , turns hereafter to love or to knowledge. And 
so, my dear, go back to the nursery.” 

But I should wrong thee, O best of fathers, if I suffered the 
reader to suppose , that because thou didst seem so indifferent 
to my birth, and so careless as to my early teaching, therefore 
thouwert, at heart, indifferent to thy troublesome Neogilos. 
As I grew older, I became more sensibly aware that a father’s 
eye was upon me. I distinctly remember one incident, that 
seems to me, in looking back, a crisis in my infant life, as the 
first tangible link between my own heart and that calm great 
soul. 

My father was seated on the lawn before the house, his 
straw hat over his eyes (it was summer) and his book on his lap. 
Suddenly a beautiful, delf blue-and-white flower-pot, which 
had been set on the window-sill of an upper story, fell to the 
ground with a crash, and the fragments spluttered up round 
my father’s legs. Sublime in his studies as Archimedes in the 
siege, he continued to read : “ Impavidum f orient ruinw I ’ ’ 

“ Dear, dear I ” cried my mother , who was at work in the 
porch, “my poor flower-pot that I prized so much I Who 
could have done this? Frimmins, FrimminsI” 

Mrs. Frimmins popped her head out of the fatal window, 
nodded to the summons, and came down in a trice, pale and 
breathless. 

“Ohl ” said my mother, mournfully, “I would rather have 
lost all the plants in the greenhouse in the great blight last 
May, — I would rather the best tea-set were broken! The 
poor geranium I reared myself, and the dear, dear flower-pot 
which Mr. Caxton bought for me my last birth-day! That 
naughty child must have done this! ” 

Mrs. Frimmins was dreadfully afraid of my father — why, . 
I know not, except that very talkative social persons are 
The Caxions. 1. _ 2 
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usually afraid of very silent shy ones. She cast a hasty glance 
at her master, who was beginning to evince signs of attention, 
and cried promptly, “No, Ma’am, it was not the dear boy, 
bless his flesh, it was II ” 

“ You ! how could you be so careless ? and you knew how 
I prized them both. Oh , Frinunins ! ” 

Primmins began to sob. 

“Don’t tell fibs, nursey,” said a small shrill voice; and 
Master Sisty (coming out of the house as bold ^ brass) con- 
tinued rapidly — “don’t scold Primmins, Mamma: it was I 
who pushed out the flower-pot. ’* 

“Hush!” said the nurse, more frightened than ever, and 
looking aghast towards my father, who had very deliberately 
taken ofl* his bat, and was regarding the scene with serious 
eyes wide awake. 

“Hush! And if he did break it. Ma’am, it was quite an 
accident ; he was standing so , and he never meant it. Did 
you , Master Sisty? Speak ! (this in a whisper) or Pa will be 
so angry. ” 

“Well,” said my mother, “I suppose it was an accident; 
take care in future, my child. You are sorry, I see, to have 
grieved me. There ’s a kiss, don’t fret. ” 

“No, Mamma, you must not kiss me, I don’t deserve it. 
I pushed out the flower-pot on purpose. ” 

“Ha! and why?” smd my father, walking up. 

Mrs. Primmins trembled like a leaf. 

“For fun! ” said I, hanging my head — “just to see how 
you’d look. Papa; and that ’s the truth of it. Now beat me, 
do beat me!” 

My father threw his book fifty yards off*, stooped down, and 
caught me to his breast. “Boy,” he said, “yon have done 
wrong: you shall repair it by remembering all your life that 
your father blessed God for giving him a son who spoke truth 
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in spite of fear! Oh I Mrs. Primmins, the next fable of this 
kind you try to teach him , and we part for ever ! ’ ’ 

From that time I first date the hour when I felt that I loved 
my father, and knew that he loved me; from that time too, he 
began to converse with me. He would no longer, if he met me 
in the garden , pass by with a smile and nod ; he would stop, 
put his book in his pocket, and though his talk was often 
above my comprehension, still somehow I felt happier and 
better, and less of an infant, when I thought over it, and tried 
to puzzle out the meaning; for he had a way of suggesting, not 
teaching, potting things into my head, and then leaving them 
to work out their own problems. I remember a special in- 
stance with respect to that same flower-pot and geranium. 
Mr. Squills, who was a bachelor, and well to do in the world, 
often made me little presents. Not long after the event I have 
narrated , he gave me one far exceeding in value those usually 
bestowed on children, — it was a beautiful large donaino-box 
in cut ivorj', painted and gilt. This domino-box was my de- 
light. I was never weary of playing at dominoes with Mrs. 
Primmins, and I slept with the box under nly piUow. 

“ Ah ! ” said my father one day when he found me ranging 
the ivory parallelograms in the parlour, “ah! you like that 
better than all your playthings, eh?” 

“Oh yes. Papa.” 

“You would be very sorry if your mamma was to throw 
that box out of the window , and break it for ftm. ” I looked 
beseechingly at my father, and made no answer. 

“But perhaps you would be very glad,” he resumed, “if 
suddenly one of those good fairies you read of could change 
the domino-box into a beautiful geranium in a beautiful blue- 
and- white flower-pot, and that you could have the pleasure of 
putting it on your mamma’s window-sill.” 

“Indeed I would!” said I, half crying. 

2 * 
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“My dear boy, I believe you; but good wishes don’t mend 
bad actions , — good actions mend bad actions. ” 

So saying, he shut the door and went out. I cannot tell 
you how puzzled I was to make out what my father meant by 
his aphorism. But I know that I played at dominoes no more 
that day. The next morning my father found me seated by 
myself under a tree in the garden; he paused and looked at 
me with his grave bright eyes very steadily. 

“My boy,” said he, “I am going to walk to — (a town 
about two miles off,) will you come? and, by the bye, fetch 
your domino-box : I should like to show it to a person there.” 
I ran in for the box, and, not a little proud of walking with my 
father upon the high-road, we set out. 

“Papa,” said I by the way, “there are no fairies now.” 
“What then, my child? ” 

“Why — how then can my domino-box be changed into a 
geranium and a blue-and- white flower-pot? ” 

“My dear,” said my father, leaning his hand on my 
shoulder, “every body who is in earnest to be good, carries 
two fairies about with him — one here,” and he touched my 
heart; “and one here,” and he touched my forehead. 

“I don’t understand. Papa.” 

“I can wait till you do, Pisistratus ! What a name 1 ” 

My father stopped at a nursery gardener’s, and, after 
looking over the flowers, paused before a large double 
geranium. “Ah, this is finer than that which your mamma 
was so fond of. What is the cost. Sir?” 

“Only 7s. 6d.,” said the gardener. 

My father buttoned up his pocket. “I can’t afford it to- 
day,” said he gently, and we walked out. 

On entering the town , we stopped again at a china-ware- 
house. “Have you a flower-pot like that I bought some 
months ago? Ah, here is one, marked 3s. 6d. Yes, that is 
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the price. Well, when your mamma’s birtti-day comes again, 
we must buy her another. That is some months to wait. And 
we can wait, Master Sisty. For truth, that blooms all the 
year round, is better than a poor geranium ; and a word that 
is never broken, is better than a piece of delf.” 

My head, which had drooped before, rose again; but the 
rush of joy at my heart almost stifled me. 

“I have called to pay your little bill,” said my father, 
entering the shop of one of those fancy stationers common in 
country towns, and who sell all kinds of pretty toys and nick- 
nacks. And by the way,” he added, as the smiling shopman 
looked over his books for the entry, “I think my little boy 
here can show you a much handsomer specimen of French 
workmanship than that work-box which you enticed Mrs. 
Caxton into raffling for, last winter. Show your domino-box, 
my dear.” 

I produced my treasure, and the shopman was liberal in 
his commendations. “It is always well, my boy, to know 
what a thing is worth, in case one wishes to part with it. If my 
young gentleman gets tired of his plaything, what will you 
give him for it?” 

“Why, Sir,” said the shopman, “I fear we could not 
afford to give more than eighteen shillings for it, unless the 
young gentleman took some of these pretty things in ex- 
change.” 

“Eighteen shillings!” said my father; “you would give 
that. Well, my boy, whenever you do grow tired of your 
box, you have my leave to sell it.” 

My father paid his bill , and went out. I lingered behind a 
few moments, and joined him at the end of the street. 

“Papa, Papa!” I cried, clapping my hands, “we can buy 
the geranium — we can buy the flower-pot.” And I pulled 
a handful of silver from my pockets. 
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“Did I not say right?” said my father, passing his hand- 
kerchief over his eyes — “You have found the two fairies ! ” 
Oh 1 how proud, how overjoyed I was, when, after placing 
vase and flower on the window-sill , I plucked my mother by 
the gown , and made her follow me to the spot. 

“It is his doing, and his money ! ” said my father; “good 
actions have mended the bad.” 

“What!” cried my mother, when she had learned all; 
“and your poor domino-box that you were so fond of! 
We will go back to-morrow, and buy it back, if it costs us 
double.” 

“Shall we buy it back, Pisistratus ? ” asked my father. 
“Oh no — no — no! It would spoil all,” I cried, burying 
my face on my father’s breast. 

“My wife,” said my father solemnly, “this is my first 
lesson to our child — the sanctity and the ^lappiness of self- 
sacrifice — undo not what it should teach to his dying day ! ” 
And that is the history of the broken flower-pot. 


CHAPTER V. 

When I was between my seventh and my eighth year, 
a change came over me , which may perhaps be familiar to the 
notice of those parents who boast the anxious blessing of an 
only child. The ordinary vivacity of childhood forsook me ; 

I became quiet, sedate, and thoughtful. The absence of .. 
playfellows of my own age, the companionship of mature ' 
minds alternated only by complete solitude, gave something 
precocious, whether to my imagination or my reason. The 
wild fables muttered to me by the old nurse in the summer 
twilight, or over the winter’s hearth — the effort made by my * 
struggling intellect to comprehend the grave, sweet wisdom 
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of my father’s suggested lessons — tended to feed a passion 
for reverie, in which all my faculties strained and struggled, 
as in the dreams that come when sleep is nearest waking. 
I had learned to read with ease, and to write with some 
fluency, and I already began to imitate, to reproduce. 
Strange tales , akin to those I had gleaned from fairyland — 
rude songs , modelled from such verse-books as fell into my 
hands, began to mar the contents of marble-covpred pages, 
designed for the less ambitious purposes of round text and 
multiplication. My mind was yet more disturbed by the 
intensity of my home affections. My love for both my parents 
bad in it something morbid and painful. I often wept to 
think how little I could do for those I loved so well. My 
fondest fancies built up imaginary difhculties for them , which 
my arm was to smoothe. These feelings, thus cherished, 
made my nervdl over-susceptible and acute. Nature began to 
affect me powerfully ; and from that affection rose a restless 
cariosity to analyse the charms that so mysteriously moved me 
to joy or awe, to smiles or tears. I got my father to explain 
to me the elements of astronomy; I extracted from Squills, 
who was an ardent botanist, some of the mysteries in the life 
of flowers. But music became my darling passion. My 
mother (though the daughter of a great scholar — a scholar 
at whose name pay father raised his hat, if It happened to be 
on his head) possessed , I must own it fairly , less book-learn- 
ing than many a humble tradesman's daughter can boast in 
this more enlightened generation ; but she had some natural 
gifts which had ripened. Heaven knows how! into womanly 
accomplishments. She drew with some elegance, and painted 
flowers to exquisite perfection. She played on more than one 
instrument with more than boarding-school skill ; and though 
she sang in no language but her own, few could hear her 
sweet voice without being deeply touched. Her music, her 
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songs, had a wondrous effect on me. Thus, altogether, a 
kind of dreamy yet delightful melancholy seized upon my 
whole being; and this was the more remarkable, because 
contrary to my earlier temperament, which was bold, active, 
and hilarious. The change in my character began to act upon 
my form. From a robust and vigorous infant, I grew into a 
pale and slender boy. I began to ail and mope. Mr. Squills 
was called in. 

“Tonics!” said Mr. Squills; “and don’t let him sit over 
his book. Send him out in the air — make him play. Come 
here, my boy — these organs are growing too large ; ” and Mr. 
Squills, who was a phrenologist, placed his hand on my. 
forehead. “ Gad, Sir, here ’s an ideality for you ; and, bless 
my soul, what a constructiveness! ” 

My father pushed aside his papers, and walked to and fro 
the room with his hands behind him ; but he dftl not say a word 
till Mr. Squills was gone. 

“ My dear,” then said he to my mother, on whose breast I 
was leaning my aching ideality — “my dear, Pisistratus must 
go to school in good earnest.” 

“Bless me, Austin! — at his age?” 

“He is nearly eight years old.” 

“ But he is so forward.” Tm 

“It is for that reason he must go to school.” 

“I don’t quite understand you, my love. I know he is getting 
past me ; but you who are so clever — ” 

My father took my mother’s hand — “We can teaCh him 
nothing now, Kitty. We send him to school to be taught — ” 
“By some schoolmaster who knows itouch less than you 
do—” 

“By little schoolboys, who will make him a boy again,” said 
my father, almost sadly. “My dear, you remember that, when 
our Kentish gardener planted those filbert-trees, and when 
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they were in their third year, and you began to calculate on 
what they would bring in, you went out one morning, and 
found he had cut them down to the ground. You were vexed, 
and asked why. What did the gardener say? ‘To prevent 
their bearing too soon.’ There is no want of fruitfulness 
here — put back the hour of produce, that the plant may 
last.” 

“Let me go to school,” said I, lifting my languid head, and 
smiling on my father. I understood him at once , and it was as 
if the voice of my life itself answered him. 


CHAPTER VI. 

A TEAR after the resolution thus come to, I was at home for 
the holidays. * 

“I hope,” said my mother, “that they are doing Sisty 
justice. I do think he is not nearly so quick a child as he was 
before he went to school. I wish yon would examine him, 
Austin.” 

“I have examined him, my dear. It is just as I expected; 
and I am quite satisfied.” 

“What! you really think he has come on? ’’said my mother 
joyfully. 

“He does not care a button for botany now,” said Mr. 
Squills. 

“And he used to be so fond of music, dear boy 1” ob- 
served my mother with a sigh. “ Good gracious ! what noise is 
that?” 

“Your son’s pop-gun against the window,” said my father. 
“It is lucky it is only the window; it would have made a less 
deafening noise , though , if it had been Mr. Squills’ head , as it 
was yesterday morning.” 
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“The left ear,” observed Squills; “and a very sharp blow 
it was , too. Yet you are satisfied , Mr. Caxton? 

“Yes ; I think the boy is now as great a blockhead as most 
boys of his age are,” observed my father with great compla- 
cency. 

“ Dear me , Austin — a great blockhead ! ” 

“What else did he go to school for?” asked my father; and 
observing a certain dismay in the face of his female audience, 
and a certain surprise in that of his male, he rose and stood on 
the hearth, with one hand in his waistcoat, as was his wont 
when about to philosophise in more detail than was usual to 
him. 

“Mr. Squills,” said he, “you have had great experience in 
families.” 

“As good a practice as any in the county,” said Mr. Squills 
proudly: “more than I can manage. I shall advertise for a 
partner.” 

“And,” resumed my father, “you must have observed 
almost invariably that, in every family, there is what father, 
mother, uncle and aunt, pronounce to be one wonderful 
child.” 

“One at least,” said Mr. Squills, spiiling. 

“It is easy,” continued my father, “to say this is parental 
partiality, — but it is not so. Examine that child as a stranger, 
and it will startle yourself. You stand amazed at its eager 
curiosity, its quick comprehension, its ready wit, its delicate 
perception. Often, too, you will find some faculty strikingly 
developed; the child will have a turn for mechanics, perhaps, 
and make you a model of a steamboat, — or it will have an car 
tuned to verse, and will write you a poem like that it has got by 
heart from ‘The Speaker,’ — or it will take to botany, (like 
Pisistratus) with the old maid its aunt, — or it will play a march 
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on ita sister’s pianoforte. In short, even you, Squills, will de- 
clare that it is reallv a wonderful child.” 

« 

“Upon my word,” said Mr. Squills thoughtfully, “there ’s 
a great deal of truth in what you say ; little Tom Dobbs is a 
wonderful child — so is Frank Steppington — and as for 
Johnny Styles , I must bring him here for you to hear him 
prattle on Natural History, and see how well he handles his 
pretty little microscope.” 

“ Heaven forbid ! ” said my fath^. “ And now let me pro- 
ceed. These tkaumata or wonders last till when, Mr. Squills ? 
— last till the boy goes to school, and then, somehow or other, 
the fAazonato vanish into thin air, like ghosts at the cockcrow. A 
year after the prodigy has been at the academy, father and 
mother, uncle and aunt, plague you no more with his doings 
and sayings; the extraordinary infant has become a very ordi- 
nary little boy. Is it not so , Mr. Squills ? ” 

“Indeed you are right. Sir. How did you come to be so 
observant; you never seem to — ” 

“Hush! ” interrupted my father; and then, looking fondly 
at my mother's anxious face, he said, soothingly — “be com- 
forted: this is wisely ordained — and it is for the best.” 

“It must be the fault of the school,” said my mother, 
shaking her head. 

“It is the necessity of the school, and its virtue, ray Kate. 
Let any one of these wonderful children — wonderful as you 
thought Sisty himself — stay at home, and you will see its head 
grow bigger and bigger, and its body thinner and thinner — 
Eh, Mr. Squills? — till the mind take all nourishment from the 
frame, and the frame, in turn, stint or make sickly the mind. 
You see that noble oak from the window — if the Chinese had 
brought it up, it would have been a tree in miniature at five 
years old, and at an hundred, you would have set it in a flower- 
pot on your table, no bigger than it was at five — a curiosity 


Digitized by Coogle 



28 


for its matureness at one age a show for its diminutiveness at 

the other. No! the ordeal for talent is school; restore the 
stunted mannikin to the growing child, and then let the child if 
it can , healthily, hardily, naturally, work its slow way up into 
greatness. If greatness be denied it, it will at least be a man, 
and that is better than to be a little Johnny Styles all its life — 
an oak in a pill-box.” 

At that moment I rushed into the room, glowing and 
panting, health on my clieek, vigour in my limbs — all child- 
hood at my heart. “Oh ! Mamma, I have got up the kite — so 
high ! — come and see. Do come. Papa.” 

“Certainly,” said my father; “only, don’t cry so loud — 
kites make no noise in rising — yet, you see how they soar 
above the world. Come, Kate, where is my hat? Ah — thank 
you, my boy.” 

“Kitty,” said my father, looking at the kite which, attached 
by its string to the peg I had stuck into the ground, rested calm 
in the sky, “ never fear but what our kite shall fly as high ; only, 
the human soul has stronger instincts to mount upward than a 
few sheets of paper on a framework of lath. But, observe, that 
to prevent its being lost in the freedom of space, we must 
attach it lightly to earth ; and, observe again , my dear, that the 
higher it soars, the more string we must give it.” 
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CHAPTER I. 

When I had reached the age of twelve, I had got to the 
head of the preparatory school to which I had been sent. And 
having thus exhausted all the oxygen of learning in that little 
receiver, my parents looked out for a wider range for my in- 
spirations. During the last two years in which I had been at 
school , my love for study had returned ; but it was a vigo- 
rous, wakeful, undreamy love, stimulated by competition, 
and animated by the practical desire to excel. 

My father no longer sought to curb my intellectual aspi- 
rings. He had too great a reverence for scholarship not to 
wish me to become a scholar if possible ; though he more than 
once said to me somewhat sadly, “Master books, but do not 
let them master you. Read to live, not live to read. One 
slave of the lamp is enough for a household; my servitude 
must not be a hereditary bondage.” 

My father looked round for a suitable academy; and the 
fame of Dr. Herman’s “Philhellenic Institute” came to his 
ears. • 

Now, this Dr. Herman was the son of a German music- 
master, who had settled in England. He had completed his 
own education at the university of Bonn; but, finding learning 
too common a drug in that market to bring the high price at 
which he valued his own , and having some theories as to poli- 
tical freedom which attached him to England, he resolved 
upon setting up a school, which he designed as an “ era in the 
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history of the human mind.” • Dr. Herman was one of the 
earliest of those new-fashioned authorities in education, who 
have, more lately, spread pretty numerously amongst us, 
and would have given, perhaps, a dangerous shake to the 
foundations of our great classical seminaries, if those last had 
not very wisely, though very cautiously, borrowed some of 
the more sensible principles which lay mixed and adulterated 
amongst the crotchets and chimeras of their innovating rivals 
and assailants. 

Dr. Herman had written a great many learned works 
against every pre-existing method of instruction : that which 
had made the greatest noise was upon the infamous fiction of 
Spelling-Books: “A more lying, roundabout, puzzle- 
headed delusion than that by which we confuse the clear in- 
stincts of truth in our accursed systems of spelling, was never 
concocted by the father of falsehood.” Such was the ex- 
ordium of this famous treatise. “For instance, take the 
monosyllable Cat. What brazen forehead you must have, 
when you say to an infant c , a, T, — spell cat : that is, three 
sounds, forming a totally opposite compound — opposite in 
every detail, opposite in the whole — compose a poor little 
monosyllable, which, if you would but say the simple truth, 
the child will learn to spell merely by looking at it! How can 
three sounds, which run thus to the ear, tee — eh — tee, com- 
pose the sound cat? Don’t they rather compose the sound 
tee — eh — ti , or ceaty ? How can a system of education flourish 
that begins by so monstrous a falsehood, which the sense of 
hearing suffices to contradict? No wonder that the hom-book 
is the despair of mothers!” From this instance, the reader 
will perceive that Dr. Herman, in his theory of education, 
began at the beginning! — he took the bull fairly by the horns. 
As for the rest, upon a broad principle of eclecticism , he had 
combined together every new patent invention for youthful 
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idea-shooting. He had taken his trigger from Hofwyl; he 
had bought his wadding from Hamilton; he had got his cop- 
per-caps from Bell and Lancaster. The youthful idea! he 
had rammed it tight! he had rammed it loose ! he had rammed 
it with pictorial illustrations I he had rammed it with the moni- 
torial system ! he had rammed it in every conceivable way, and 
with every imaginable ramrod; but I have mournful doubts 
whether he shot the youthful idea an inch farther than it did 
under the old mechanism of flint and steel! Nevertheless, as 
Dr. Herman really did teach a great many things too much 
neglected at schools ; as, besides Latin and Greek , he taught 
a vast variety in that vague complexity now-a-days called 
“useful knowledge;” as he engaged lecturers on chemistry, 
engineering, and natural history; as arithmetic and the ele- 
ments of physical science were enforced with zeal and care; 
as all sorts of gymnastics were intermingled with the sports of 
the play-ground; — so the youthful idea, if it did not go 
farther, spread its shots in a wider direction ; and a boy could 
not stay there five years without learning something ^ which is 
more than can be said of all schools! He learned at least to 
use his eyes, and his ears, and his limbs; order, cleanliness, 
exercise , grew into habits ; and the school pleased the ladies, 
and satisfied the gentlemen; in a word, it thrived: and Dr. 
Herman, at the time I speak of, numbered more than one 
hundred pupils. Now, when the worthy man first commenced 
the task of tuition , he had proclaimed the humanest abhor- 
rence to the barbarous system of corporeal punishment. But, 
alas! as his school increased in numbers, he had proportio- 
nately recanted these honourable and antibirchen ideas. He 
had, reluctantly, perhaps, — honestly, no doubt, but with 
full determination , — come to the conclusion , that there are 
secret springs which can only be detected by the twigs of the 
divining-rod ; and having discovered with what comparative 
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ease the whole mechanism of his little government, could be 
carried on, by the admission of the birch-regulator, so, as 
he grew richer, and lazier, and fatter, the Philhellenic In- 
stitute spun along as glibly as a top kept in vivacious move- 
ment by the perpetual application of the lash. 

I believe that the school did not suffer in reputation from 
this sad apostacy on the part of the head master; on the con- 
trary, it seemed more natural and English, — less outlandish' 
and heretical. And it was at the zenith of its renown, when, 
one bright morning, with all my clothes nicely mended, and 
a large plumcake in my box, I was deposited at its hospitable 
gates. 

Amongst Dr. Herman’s various whimsicalities, there was 
one to which he had adhered with more fidelity than to the 
anti-corporeal punishment articles of his creed; and, in fact, 
it was upon this that he had caused those imposing words, 
“Philhellenic Institute,” to blaze in gilt capitals in front of 
. his academy. He belonged to that illustrious class of scholars 
who are now waging war on our popular mythologies , and 
upsetting all the associatiorfS which the Etonians and Harro- 
vians connect with the household names of ancient history. 
In a word, he sought to restore to scholastic purity the muti- 
lated orthography of Greek appellatives. He was extremely 
indignant that little boys should be brought up to confound 
Zeus with Jupiter, Ares with Mars , Artemis with Diana — the 
Greek deities with the Roman ; and so rigidly did he inculcate 
the doctrine that these two sets of personages were to be kept 
constantly contradistinguished from each other, that his cross- 
examinations kept us in eternal confusion. 

“Vat,” he would exclaim to some new boy fresh from 
some grammar-school on the Etonian system — “Vat do you 
mean by dranslating Zexu Jupiter? Is dat amatory, irascible, 
cloud-compelling god of Olympus , vid his eagle and his mgis. 
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in the smallest degree resembling de grave, formal, moral 
Jupiter Optimus Maximus of the Boman Capitol? — a god, 
Master Simpkins, who would have been perfectly shocked at 
the idea of running after innocent Fraulein dressed up as a 
swan or a bull! I put dat question to you vonce for all. Master 
Simpkins.” Master Simpkins took care to agree with the 
Doctor. “And how could you,” resumed Dr. Herman ma- 
jestically, turning to some other criminal alumnus — “how 
could you presume to dranslate de Ares of Homer, Sir, by 
de audacious vulgarism Mars? Ares, Master Jones, who 
roared as loud as ten thousand men when he was hurt, or as 
you vill roar if I Catch you calling him Mars again ! Ares who 
covered seven plectra of ground; Ares, the manslayer, with 
the Mars or Mavors whom de Romans stole from de Sabines ! 
Mars, de solemn and calm protector of Rome ! Master Jones, 
Master Jones, you ought to be ashamed of yourself! ” — and 
then waxing enthusiastic , and warming more and more into 
German gutturals and pronunciation, the good Doctor would 
lift up his hands, with two great rings on his thumbs, and 
exclaim — “UndDu! and dou. Aphrodite; dou, whose bert 
de Seasons velcomed ! dou, who didst put Atonis into a coffer, 
and den tid durn him into an anemone ; dou to be called Venvs 
by dat snivel-nosed little Master Budderfield! Venus, who 
presided over Baumgartens and funerals , and nasty tinking 
sewers! Venus Cloacina, — OmeInGott! Come here, Master 
Budderfield; I must a flog you for dat; I must indeed, liddle 
boy ! ” As our Philhellenic preceptor carried his archaological 
purism Into all Greek proper names, it was not likely that my 
unhappy baptismal would escape. The first time I signed my 
exercise, I wrote “Pisistratus Caxton” in my best round- 
hand. “And dey call your baba a scholar! ” said the Doctor 
contemptuously. “Your name. Sir, is Greek; and, as Greek, 
you vill be dood enough to write it, vith vat you call an e and 
J7i« Caxlons. I. 3 
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an 0 — p, E, I, 8, 1, 8, T, K, A, T, o, 8; and you vill alway put de 
accent over de i. Vat can you expect for to come to , Master 
Caxton , if you don’t pay de care dat is proper to your own 
dood name — de e, and de o, and de accent? Ach! let me 
see no more of your vile corruptions! Mein Gott! Pi! ven do 
name is Pei!” 

The next time I wrote home to my father, modestly im- 
plying that I was short of cash, that a trap-bat would be 
acceptable, and that the favourite goddess amongst the boys 
(whether Greek or Roman was very immaterial) was Diva 
Moneta, I felt a glow of classical pride in signing myself, 
“your affectionate Pei'sistratos.” The next post brought a 
sad damper to my scholastic exultation. The letter ran 
thus : 

“My deab Son, — I prefer my old acquaintances Thucy- 
dides and Pisistratus to Thoukudfdes and Pei'sistratos. Horace 
is familiar to me , • but Horatius is only known to me as Codes. 
Pisistratus can play at trap-ball; but I find no authority in pure 
Greek to allow me to suppose that that game was known to 
Pei'sistratos. I should be too happy to send you a drachma 
or so , but I have no coins in my possession current at Athens 
at the time when Pisistratus was spelt Pefsistratos. Your 
affectionate father, 

“A. Caxton.” 

Verily, here indeed was the first practical embarrassment 
produced by that melancholy anachronism which my father 
had BO prophetically deplored. However, nothing like ex- 
perience to prove the value of compromise in this world! 
Pefsistratos continued to write exercises, and a second letter 
from Pisistratus was followed by the trap-bat. 
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CHAPTER II. 

I WAS somewhere about sixteen when, on going home for 
the holidays , I found my mother’s brother settled among the 
household lares. Uncle Jack, as he was familiarly called, 
was a light-hearted , plausible, enthusiastic, talkative fellow, 
who had spent three small fortunes in trying to make a large 
one. 

Uncle Jack was a great speculator; but in all his specula- 
tions he never affected to think of himself, — it was always 
the good of his fellow-creatures that he had at heart, and in 
this ungrateful world fellow-creatures are not to be relied 
upon! On coming of age, he inherited ^6000 from his ma- 
ternal grandfatlicr. It seemed to him then that his fellow- 
creatures were sadly imposed upon by their tailors. Those 
ninth-parts of humanity notoriously eked out their fractional 
existence by asking nine times too much for the clothing which 
civilisation, and perhaps a change of climate, render more 
necessary to us than to our ancestors the Piets. Out of pure 
philanthropy. Uncle Jack started “a Grand National Bene- 
volent Clothing Company,'’ which undertook to supply the 
public with inexpressibles of the best Saxon cloth at 7 s. 6 d. 
apair; coats, superfine, 1,18s.; and waistcoats at so much 
per dozen. They were all to be worked off by steam. Thus 
the rascally tailors were to be put down, humanity clad , and 
the philanthropists rewarded (but that was a secondary con- 
sideration) with a clear return of 30 per cent. In spite of the 
evident charitableness of this Christian design , and the irre- 
fragable calculations upon which it was based, this company 
died a victim to the ignorance and unthankfulness of our 
fellow-creatures. And all that remained of Jack’s 6000 was 
a fifty-fourth share in a small steam-engine, a large assort- 

3* 
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ment of ready-made pantaloons, and the liabilities of the 
directors. 

Uncle Jack disappeared, and went on his travels. The 
same spirit of philanthropy which characterised the specula- 
tions of his purse attended the risks of his person. Uncle 
Jack had a natural leaning towards all distressed communities : 
if any tribe, race, or nation was down in the world. Uncle 
Jack threw himself plump into the scale to redress the balance. 
Poles, Greeks, (the last were then fighting the Turks,) 
Mexicans, Spaniards, — Uncle Jack thrust his nose into all 
their squabbles! Heaven forbid I should mock thee, poor 
Uncle Jack! for those generous predilections towards the 
unfortunate; only, whenever a nation is in misfortune, there 
is always a job going on! The Polish cause, the Greek cause, 
the Mexican cause, and the Spanish cause, are necessarily 
mixed up with loans and subscriptions. These Continental 
patriots, when they take up the sword with one hand, generally 
contrive to thrust the other deep into their neighbours’ 
breeches’ pockets. Uncle Jack went to Greece, thence he 
went to Spain, thence to Mexico. No doubt he was of great 
service to these afflicted populations, for he came back with 
unanswerable proof of their gratitude in the shape of ^3000. 
Shortly after this appeared a prospectus of the “New, Grand, 
National Benevolent Insurance Company, for the Industrious 
Classes.” This invaluable document, after setting forth the 
immense benefits to society arising from habits of providence, 
and the introduction of Insurance companies — proving the 
' infamous rate of premiums exacted by the existent offices , and 

their inapplicability to the wants of the honest artisan, and 
declaring that nothing but the purest Intentions of benefiting - 
their ffellow- creatures , and raising the moral tone of society, 
had led the directors to institute a ns^ society, founded on 
the purest principles and the most/moderate calculations — 

. 

./ 
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proceeded to demonstrate that twenty-four and a half per cent 
was the smallest possible return the shareholders could anti- 
cipate. The company began under the fairest auspices ; an 
archbishop was caught as president, on the condition always 
that he should give nothing but his name to the society. Uncle 
Jack — more euphoniously designated as “the celebrated 
philanthropist, John Jones Tibbets, Esquire” — was honorary 
secretary, and the capital stated at two millions. But such 
was the obtuseness of the industrious classes, so little did they 
perceive the benefits of subscribing one-and-ninepencea-week 
from the age of twenty-one to fifty, in order to secure at the 
latter age the annuity of ^ 18, that the company dissolved into 
thin air, and with it dissolved also Uncle Jack’s :^3000. 
Nothing more was then seen or heard of him for three years. 
So obscure was his existence, that on the death of an aunt, 
who left him a small farm in Cornwall, it was necessary to 
advertise that “If John Jones Tibbets, Esq., would apply to 
Messrs. Blunt and Tin, Lothbury, between the hours of ten 
and four, he would hear of something to his advantage.” 
But, even as a conjuror declares that he will call the ace of 
spades, and the ace of spades, that you thought you had 
safely under your foot, turns up on the table — so with this 
advertisement suddenly turned up Uncle Jack. With incon- 
ceivable satisfaction did the new landowner settle himself in 
his comfortable homestead. The farm, which was about two 
hundred acres, was in the best possible condition, and saving 
one or two chemical preparations, which cost Uncle Jack, 
upon the most scientific principles , thirty acres of buckwheat, 
the ears of which came up, poor things, all spotted and 
speckled, as if they had been inoculated with the small-pox. 
Uncle Jack for the first two years was a thriving man. Un- 
luckily, however, one day Uncle Jack discovered a coal-mine 
in a beautiful field of Swedish turnips; in another week the 
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house was full of engineers and naturalists, and In another 
month appeared , in my uncle’s best style , much improved b}- 
practice, a prospectus of ‘Hhe Grand, National, anti-Mono- 
poly Coal Company, instituted on behalf of the poor House- 
holders of London , and against the Monster Monopoly of the 
London Coal Wharfs. . 

“A vein of the finest coal has been discovered on the 
estates of the celebrated philanthropist, John Jones Tibbets, 
Esq. This new mine, the Molly WTieal, having been satis- 
factorily tested by that eminent engineer, Giles Compass, Esq., 
promises an inexhaustible field to the energies of the bene- 
volent and the wealth of the capitalist. It is calculated that 
the best coals may be delivered, screened , at the mouth of the 
Thames, for 18s. per load, yielding a profit of not less than 
forty-eight per cent to tho shareholders. Shares, ^50, to be 
paid in fiVe instalments. Capital to be subscribed, one million. 
For shares, early application must be made to Messrs. Blunt 
and Tin, solicitors, Lothbury.” 

Here, then, was something tangible for fellow-creatures 
to go on — there was land, there was a mine, there was coal, 
and there actually came shareholders and capital. Uncle Jack 
was so persuaded that his fortune was now to be made , and 
had, moreover, so great a desire to share the glory of ruining 
the monster monopoly of the London wharfs, that he refused 
a very large offer to dispose of the property altogether, re- 
mained chief shareholder, and removed to London, where he 
set up his carriage, and gave dinners to his fellow-directors. 
For no less than three years did this company flourish , having 
submitted the entire direction and working of the mines to 
that eminent engineer, Giles Compass — twenty per cent was 
pud regularly by that gentleman to the shareholders, and the 
shares were at more than cent per cent, when, one bright 
morning, when least expected, Giles Compass, Esq. removed 
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himself to that wider field for genias like his, the United 
States ; and it was discovered that the mine had for more than 
a year mn itself into a great pit of water, and that Mr. Com- 
pass had been paying the shareholders oat of their own capital. 
My uncle had the satisfaction this time of being ruined in 
very good company: three doctors of divinity, two county 
members, a Scotch lord, and an East India director, were all 
in the same boat, — that boat which went down with the coal- 
mine into the great water pit I 

It was just after this event that Uncle Jack, sanguine and 
light-hearted as ever, suddenly recollected his sister, Mrs. 
Caxton ; and not knowing where else to dine, thought he would 
repose his limbs under my father's et/rea, which the inge- 

nious W. S. Landor opines should be translated “mahogany." 
Younevdrsawamore charmingmanthan Uncle Jack. All plump 
people are more popular than thin people. There is something 
jovial apd pleasant in the sight of a round face ! What conspi- 
racy could succeed when its head was a lean and hungry- 
looking fellow, like Cassius? If the Roman patriots had had 
Uncle Jack amongst them , perhaps they would never have 
famished a tragedy to Shakspeare. Uncle Jack was as plumj> 
as a partridge — not unwieldy, not corpulent, not obese, not 
which Cicero objects to in an orator — but every 
crevice comfortably filled up. Like the ocean, “time wrote 
no wrinkles on his glassy (or brassy) brow." His natural lines 
V were all upward curves, his smile most ingratiating, his eye 
i^td^nk, even his trick of rubbing his clean well-fed English- 
ioflkide tng hands, had something about it coaxing and debonnair, 
iotftcjfivething that actually decoyed you into trusting your money 
into Kin eands so prepossessing. Indeed , to him might be fully 
ipp^'oiied the expression — “Sedem animse in extremis digitis 
h!^|iet;" “He had his soul's scat in his finger ends." The 
Jiftics observe that few men have ever united in equal perfec- 
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tion the imaginative with the scientific faculties. “ Happy he,** 
exclaims Schiller, “who combines the enthusiast’s warmth 
with the worldly man’s light” — light and warmth , Uncle Jack 
had them both. He was a perfect symphony of bewitching 
enthusiasm and convincing calculation. DIcseopolis in the 
Achamenses, in presenting a gentleman called Nicharchus 
to the audience, observes — “He is small, I confess, but 
there is nothing lost in him: all is knave, that is not fool.” 
Parodying the equivocal compliment, I may say , that though 
Uncle Jack was no giant, there was nothing lost in him. 
Whatever was not philanthropy was arithmetic, and whatever 
was not arithmetic was philanthropy. He would have been 
equally dear to Howard and to Cocker. Uncle Jack was 
comely, too — clear-skinned and florid, had a little mouth, 
with good teeth , wore no whiskers, shaved his beard as close 
as if it were one of his grand national companies ; his hair, 
once somewhat sandy, was now rather grayish, \rhich in- 
creased the respectability of his appearance, and he wore it 
flat at the sides and raised in a peak at the top ; his organs of 
constructiveness and ideality were pronounced by Mr. Squills 
to be prodigious, and those freely developed bumps gave great 
breadth to his forehead. Well- shaped, too, was Uncle Jack, 
about five feet eight, the proper height for an active man of 
business. He wore a black coat; but to make the nap look 
the fresher, he had given it the relief of gilt buttons , on which 
were wrought a small crown and anchor; at a distance this 
button looked like the king’s button, and gave him the akfbf 
one who has a place about Court. He always wore aiv^hite 
neckloth without starch , a frill and a diamond pin ; whUe(.ii last 


furnished him with observations upon certain mines of Mt Mexico, 
which he had a great but hitherto unsatisfied desire of s^t^eing 
worked by a Grand National United Britons Company, ih His 
waistcoat of a morning was pale buff — of an evening, Wm- 
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broidered velvet; wherewith were connected sundry schemes 
of an “association for the improvement of native manufac- 
tures.” His trousers, matutinally, were of the colour vul- 
garly called “blotting-paper;” and he never wore boots, 
which, he said, unfitted a man for exercise, but short drab 
gaiters and square-toed shoes. His watch-chain was garnished 
with a vast number of seals : each seal , indeed , represented 
the device of some defunct company, and they might be said 
to resemble the scalps of the slain, worn by the aboriginal 
Iroquois, concerning whom indeed he had once entertained 
philanthropic designs, compounded of conversion to Chris- 
tianity on the principles of the English Episcopal Church , and 
of an advantageous exchange of beaver-skins for bibles, 
brandy , and gunpowder. 

That Uncle Jack should win my heart was no wonder ; my 
mother’s he had always won from her earliest recollection of 
his having persuaded her to let her great doll (a present from 
her godmother) be put up to a raffle for the benefit of the 
chimney-sweepers. “So like him — so goodl” she would 
often say pensively ; “ they paid sixpence a-piece for the raffle 
— twenty tickets, and the doll cost £2. Nobody was taken 
in, and the doll, poor thing, (it had such blue eyesl) went 
for a quarter of its value. But Jack said nobody could guess 
what good the ten shillings did to the chimney-sweepers!” 
Naturally enough, I say, my mother liked Uncle Jack! but 
my father like d him quite as well, and that was a strong proof 
of my uncle’s powers of captivation. However, it is notice- 
able that when some retired scholar is once interested in an 
active man of the world, he is more inclined to admire him 
than others are. Sympathy with such a companion gratifies 
at once his curiosity and his indolence : he can travel with 
him, scheme with him, fight with him, go with him through 
all the adventures of which his own books speak so eloquently. 
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and all the time never stir from his easy-chair/ My father sai<1 
**that it was like listening to Ulysses to hear Uncle Jackl” 
Uncle Jack, too, had been in Greece and Asia Minor, gone 
over the site of the siege of Troy, ate figs at Marathon, shot 
hares in the Peloponnesus, and drank three pints of brown 
stout at the top of the Great Pyramid. 

Therefore , Uncle Jack was like a book of reference to my 
father. Verily at times he looked on him as a book, and took 
him down after dinner as he would a volume of Dodwell or 
Pausanias. In fact, I believe that, scholars who never move 
from their cells are not the less an eminently curious, bustling, 
active race, rightly understood. Even as old Burton saith of 
himself — “Though I live a collegiate student, and lead a 
monastic life , sequestered from those tumults and troubles of 
the world, I hear and see what is done abroad, how others 
run, ride, turmoil and macerate themselves in town and 
country,” which citation sufficeth to show that scholars are 
naturally the most active men of the world, only that while 
their heads plot with Augustus, fight with Julius, sail with 
Columbus , and change the face of the globe with Alexander, 
Attila, or Mahomet, there is a certain mysterious attraction, 
which our improved knowledge of mesmerism will doubtless 
soon explain to the satisfaction of science, between that ex- 
tremerand antipodal part of the human frame, called in the 
Vulgate “the seat of honour,” and the stuffed leather of an 
armed-chair. Learning somehow or other sinks down to that 
part in which it was first driven in, and produces therein a 
leaden heaviness and weight, which counteract those lively 
emotions of the brain, that might otherwise render students 
too mercurial and agile for the safety of established order. I 
leave this conjecture to the consideration of experimentalists 
in the physics. 

I was still more delighted than my father with Uncle Jack. 


♦ 
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He was full of amusing tricks, could conjure wonderfully, 
make a bunch of keys dance a hornpipe, and if ever you gave 
him half-a- crown, he was sure to turn it into a halfpenny. 
He was only unsuccessful in turning my halfpennies into half- 
crowns. 

We took long walks together, and in the midst of his most 
diverting conversation my uncle was always an observer. He 
would stop to examine the nature of the soil, fill my pockets 
(not his own) with great lumps of clay, stones, and rubbish, 
to analyse when he got h^me, by the help of some chemical 
apparatus he had borrowed from Mr. Squills. He would stand 
an hour at a cottage door, admiring the little ^rls who were 
straw-platting, and then walk into the nearest farm-houses, 
to suggest the feasibility of “a national straw-plat associa- 
fioB.” All this fertility of intellect was, alas! wasted in that 
“ingrata terra” into whicftUhcIe Jack had fallen. No squire 
could be persuaded into the belief that his mother-stone was 
pregnant with minerals ; no farmer talked into weaving straw- 
plat into a proprietary association. So, even as an ogre, 
having devastated the surrounding country, begins to cast a 
hungry eye on his own little ones. Uncle Jack’s mouth, long 
defrauded of juicier and more legitimate morsels, began to 
^ter for a bite of my innocent father. 


CHAPTER III. 

m 

At this time we were living in what may be called a very 
respectable style for people who made no pretence to ostenta- 
tion. On the skirts of a large village, stood a square red 
brick house, about the date of Queen Anne. Upon the top 
of the house was a balustrade ; why , heaven knows — for 
Bohody, except our great tom-cat Ralph, ever walked upon 
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the leads — but so it was, and so it often is in houses from the 
time of Elizabeth, yea, even to that of Victoria. This balus- 
trade was divided by low piers , on each of which was placed a 
round ball. The centre of the house was distinguishable by 
an architrave, in the shape of a triangle, under which was a 
niche, probably meant for a figure, but the figure was not 
forthcoming. Below this was the window (encased with carved 
pilasters) of my dear mother’s little sitting-room; and lower 
still, raised on a flight of six steps, was a verj’ handsome- 
looking door with a projecting porch. All the windows , with 
smallish panes and largish frames , were relieved with stone 
copings ; — so that the house had an air of solidity and well-to- 
do-ness about it — nothing tricky on the one hand , nothing 
decayed on the other. The house stood a little back from 
the garden gates, which were large, and set between two 
piers surmounted with vases. Many might object, that in wet 
weather you had to walk some way to your carriage ; but we 
obviated that objection by not keeping a carriage. To the 
right of the house the enclosure contained a little lawn, a 
laurel hermitage , a square pond, a modest green-house, and 
half-a-dozen plots of mignionette, heliotrope, roses, pinks, 
sweet-william, &c. To the loft spread the kitchen-garden, 
lying screened by espaliers yielding the finest apples in the 
neighbourhood, and divided by three winding gravel-walks, 
of which the extremest was backed by a wall, whereon, as it 
lay full south, peaches, pears, and nectarines sunned them- 
selves early into well-remembered flav<?ur. This walk was 
appropriated to my father. Book in hand, he would, on fine 
days, pace to and fro, often stopping, dear man, to jot down 
a pencil-note, gesticulate, or soliloquise. And there, when 
not in his study, my mother would be sure to find him. In 
these deambulations, as he called them, he had generally a 
companion so extraordinary , that I expect to be met with a 
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hillalu of incredulous contempt when I specify it. Neverthe- 
less I vow and protest that it is strictly true, and no invention 
of an exaggerating romancer. It happened one day that my 
mother had coaxed Mr. Caxton to walk with her to market. 
By the way they passed a sward of green, on which sundry 
little boys were engaged upon the lapidation, or stoning, of a 
lame duck. It seemed that the duck was to have been taken 
to market, when it was discovered not only to be lame, but 
dyspeptic; perhaps some weed had disagreed with its gangli- 
onic apparatus, poor thing. However that be, the good- 
wife had declared that the duck was good for nothing; and 
apon the petition of her children , it had been consigned to 
them for a little innocent amusement , and to keep them out of 
harm’s way. My mother declared that she never before saw 
her lord and master roused to such animation. He dispersed 
the urchins, released the duck, carried it home, kept it in a 
basket by the fire , fed it and physicked it till it recovered ; 
and then it was consigned to the square pond. But lol the 
duck knew its benefactor; and whenever my father appeared 
outside his door, it would catch sight of him, flap from the 
pond, gain the lawn, and hobble after him , (for it never quite 
recovered the use of its left leg,) till it reached the walk by 
the peaches; and there sometimes it would sit, gravely watch- 
ing its master’s dcambulations ; sometimes stroll by his side, 
and, at all events, never leave him, till, at his return home, 
he fed it with his own hands; and, quacking her peaceful 
adieus , the nymph then retired to her natural element. 

With the exception of my mother’s favourite morning 
room, the principal sitting-rooms — that is, the study, the 
dining-room, and what was emphatically called the “best 
drawing-room,” which was only occupied on great occa- 
sions — looked south. Tall beeches, firs, poplars, and a few 
oaks, backed the house, and indeed surrounded it on all sides 
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but the south ; so that it was well sheltered from the winter 
cold and the summer heat. Our principal domestic, In dignity 
and station, was Mrs. Primmlns, who was waiting gentlewo- 
man, housekeeper, and tyrannical dictatrix of the whole 
establishment. Two other maids, a gardener, and a footman 
composed the rest of the serving household. Save a few 
pasture-fields , which he let, my father was not troubled with 
land. His income was derived from the interest of about 
15,000, partly in the three |^er cents, partly on mortgage; 
and what with my mother and Mra^ Primmins, this income 
always yielded enough to satisfy my father’s single hobby for 
books, pay for my education, and entertain- our neighbours, 
rarely, indeed, at dinner, but very often at tea. My dear 
mother boasted that our society was very select. It consisted 
chiefly of the clergyman and his family, two old maids who 
gave themselves great airs, a gentleman who had been in the 
East India service, and who lived in a large white house at 
the top of the hill; some half-a-dozen squires and their wives 
and children; Mr. Squills, still a bachelor: And once a-year 
cards were exchanged — and dinners too — , with cei-tain - 
aristocrats, who inspired my mother with a great deal of 
unnecessary awe; since she declared they were the most 
good-natured easy people in the world, and always stuck 
their cards in the most conspicuous part of the looking-glass 
frame over the chimney-place of the best drawing-room. 
Thus you perceive that our natural position was one highly 
creditable to us, proving the soundness of our finances and 
the gentility of our pedigree, of which last — more hereafter. 
At present I content myself with saying on that head, that 
even the proudest of the neighbouring squirearchs always 
spoke of us as a very ancient familyv But all my father ever 
said, to evince pride of ancestr)’, was in honour of William 
Caxton , citizen and printer in the reign of Edward IV. — 
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“Clarum etvenerabile nomen!” an ancestor a man of letters 
might be justly vain of. 

“Hens,” said my father, stopping short, and lifting his 
eyes from the Colloquies of Erasmus, “salve multum, jucun- 
dissime.” 

Uncle Jack was not much of a scholar, but he knew enough 
Latin to answer, “ Salve tantundem, mifrater.” 

My father smiled approvingly. “I see you comprehend 
true urbanity, or politeness, as we phrase it. There is 
an elegance in addressing the husband of your sister as 
brother. Erasmus commends it in his opening chapter, under 
the head of ‘Salutandi formulae.’ And indeed,” added my 
father thoughtfully, “there is no great difference between 
politeness and affection. My author here observes that it 
is polite to express salutation in certain minor distresses of 
nabire. One should salute a gentleman in yawning, salute 
him in hiccuping, salute him in sneezing, salute him in 
coughing; — and that evidently because of your interest in 
his health; for he may dislocate his jaw in yawning, and the 
hiccup is often a symptom of grave disorder, and sneezing 
is perilous to the small blood-vessels of the head, and cough- 
ing is either a tracheal, bronchial, pulmonary, or ganglionic 
affection.” 

“Very true. The Turks always salute in sneezing, and 
they* are a remarkably polite people,” said Uncle Jack. “But, 
my dear brother, I was just looking with admidration at 
these apple-trees of yours. I never saw finer. I am a great 
Judge of apples. I find, in talking with my sister, that you 
make very little profit of them. That ’s a pity. One might 
establish a cider orchard in this county. You can take your 
own fields in hand; you can hire more, so as to make the 
whole, say a hundred acres. You can plant a very extensive 
apple-orchard on a grand scale. I have just- run through the 
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calculations;* they are quite startling. Take 40 trees per 
acre — that’s the proper average — at Is. 6d. per tree; 
4000 trees for 100 acres ^ 300; labour of digging, trenching, 
say £ 10 an acre — total for 100 acres, £ 1000. Pave the 
bottoms of the holes, to prevent the tap-root striking down 
into the bad soil — oh, I am very close and careful, you see, 
in all minutise ! — always was — pave ’em with rubbish and 
stones, 6d. a hole ; that for 4000 trees the 100 acres is £ 100, 
Add the rent of the land, at 30 s. an acre, :£150. And how 
stands the total? ” Here Uncle Jack proceeded rapidly ticking 
off the items with his fingers : — 

“Trees ^300 

Labour, 1,000 

Paving holes, 100 

Rent '. 150 

Total, . . . ^ 1,550 

That ’s your expense. Mark. — Now to the profit. Orchards 

in Kent realise i 100 an acre, some even £ 150; but let’s be 
moderate, say only £ 50 an acre, and your gross profit per 
year, from a capital of .£1550, will be £ 5000. — ^ 5000 a- 
year. Think of that, brother Caxton. Deduct 10 per cent, 
or £500 a-year, for gardeners’ wages, manure, &c., and the 
net product is £4500. Your fortune’s made, man — it is 
made — I wish you joy 1 ” And Uncle Jack rubbecP his 
hands. 

“Bless me, father,” said eagerly the young Pisistratus, 
who had swallowed with ravished ears every syllable and 
figure of this inviting calculation, “Why, we should be as 
rich as Squire Rollick ; and then, you know. Sir, you could 
keep a pack of fox-hounds!” 

“And buy a large library,” added Uncle Jack, with more 
subtle knowledge of human nature as to its appropriate 
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temptations. “ There ’s my friend the archbishop’s collection 
to be sold.” 

Slowly recovering his breath, my father gently turned 
his eyes from one to the other ; and then, laying his left hand 
on my head, while with the right he held up Erasmus rebu- 
kingly to Uncle Jack, he said — 

“See how easily you can sow covetousness and avidity 
in the youthful mind! Ah, brother!” 

“You are too severe, Sir. See how the dear boy hangs 
his head! Fie! — natural enthusiasm of his years — ‘gay 
hope by fancy fed,’ as the poet says. Why, for that fine 
boy’s sake, you ought not to lose so certain an occasion of 
wealth, I may say, untold. For, observe, you will form a 
nursery of crabs; each year you go on grafting and enlarging 
your plantation, renting, nay, why not buying, more land? 
Gad, Sir! in twenty years you might cover half the county; 
but say you sto*, short at 2000 acres, why, the net profit 
is ^ 90,000 a-year. A duke’s income — a duke’s — and going 
a begging as I may say.” 

“But stop,” said I modestly; “the trees don’t grow in 
a year. I know when our last apple tree was planted — it is 
five years ago — it was then three years old, and it only bore 
one half bushel last autumn.” 

“What an intelligent lad it is! — Good head there. Oh, 
he’ll do credit to his great fortune, brother,” said Uncle Jack 
approvingly. “True, my boy. But in the meanwhile we 
could fill the ground, as they do in Kent, with gooseberries 
and currants, or onions and cabbages. Nevertheless, con- 
sidering we are not great capitalists, I am afraid we must give 
. up a share of our profits to diminish our outlay. So, harkye, 
Pisistratns — (look at him, brother — simple as he stands 
there, I think he ’s born with a silver spoon in his mouth) — 
The Caxtons. I. 4 
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hark} c, now to the mysteries of speculation. Tour father 
shall quietly buy the land, and then, presto 1 we will issue a 
prospectus, and start a company. Associations can wait five 
years for a return. Every year, meanwhile, increases the 
value of the shares. Your father takes, we say, fifty shares 
at ^ 50 each, paying only an instalment of ^2 a share. He 
sells 35 shares at cent per cent. He keeps the remaining 15, 
and his fortune ’s made all the same ; only it is not quite 
so large as if he had kept the whole concern in his own hands. 
What say you now, brother Caxton? ‘ Visne edere pomum? ’ 
as we used to say at school.” 

“I don’t want a shilling more than I have got,” said my 
father, resolutely. “My wife would not love me better; my 
food would not nourish me more; my boy would not, in all 
probability, behalf so hardy, or a tenth part so industrious; 
and—” 

“But,” interrupted Uncle Jack, pertinaciously, and re- 
serving his grand argument for the last, “ the good you would 
confer on the community — the progress given to the natural 
productions of your country, the wholesome beverage of 
cider, brought within cheap reach of the labouring classes. 
If it was only for your sake, should I have urged this question? 
should I now? is it in my character? But for the sake of the 
public! mankind! of our fellow-creatures! Why, Sir, Eng- 
land could not get on if gentlemen like you had not a little 
philanthropy and speculation.” 

“Papae!” exclaimed my father, “to think that England 
can’t get on without turning Austin Caxton into an apple- 
merchant! My dear Jack, listen. You remind me of a collo- 
quy in this book ; wait a bit — here it is — Pamphagtu and 
Codes. — ‘Codes recognises his friend who had been ab- 
sent for many years, by his eminent and remarkable nose. — 
Pamphagus says, rather irritably, that he is not ashamed of 
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his nose. ‘Ashamed of it! no, indeed,’ says Codes: I 

never saw a nose that could be put to so many uses! ’ ‘Ha,’ says 
Pamphagus, (whose curiosity is aroused,) ‘uses! what uses?’ 
Whereon {lepidissime frater I') Codes, with eloquence rapid 
as yours, runs on with a countless list of the uses to which 
so vast a development of the organ can be applied. ‘If the 
cellar was deep , it could sniff up the wine like an elephant’s 
trunk, — if the bellows were missing, it could blow the fire, — 
if the lamp was too glaring, it could suffice for a shade, — 
it would serve as a speaking-trumpet to a herald, — it could 
sound a signal of battle in the field, — it would do for a wedge 
in wood-cutting, — a spade for digging, — a scythe for 
mowing, — an anchor in sailing; till Pamphagus cries out, 
‘ Lucky dog that I am ! and I never knew before what a useful 
piece of furniture I carried about with me.’ ” My father 
paused and strove to whistle, but that effort at harmony failed 
him — and he added, smiling, “So much for my apple trees, 
brother John. Leave them to their natural destination of 
filling tarts and dumplings.” 

Uncle Jack looked a little discomposed for a moment; but 
he then laughed with his usual heartiness, and saw that he had 
not yet got to my father’s blind side. I confess that my 
revered parent rose in my estimation after that conference; 
and I began to see that a man may not be quite without com- 
mon-sense, though he is a scholar. Indeed, whether it was 
that Uncle Jack’s visit acted as a gentle stimulant to his 
relaxed faculties, or that I, now grown older and wiser, began 
to see his .character more clearly, I date from those summer 
holidays the commencement of that familiar and endearing 
intimacy which ever after existed between my father and my- 
self. Often I deserted the more extensive rambles of Uncle 
Jack, or the greater allurements of a cricket match in the 
village, or a day’s fishing in Squire Rollick’s preserves, fora 

4 * 
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quiet stroll with my father by the old peach wall ; — some- 
times silent, indeed, and already musing over the future, 
while he was busy with the past, but amply rewarded when, 
suspending his lecture, he would pour forth hoards of varied 
learning, rendered amusing by his quaint comments, and that 
Socratic satire which only fell short of wit because it never 
passed into malice. At some moments, indeed, the vein ran 
into eloquence ; and with some fine heroic sentiment in his 
old books, his stooping form rose erect, his eye dashed; and 
you saw that he had not been originally formed and wholly 
meant for the obscure seclusion in which his harmless days 
now wore contentedly away. 


CHAPTER IV. 

« • 

“Egad, Sir, the county is going to the dogs! Our sen- 
timents are not represented in parliament or out of it. The 
County Mercury has ratted , and be hanged to it! and now we 
have not one newspaper in the whole shire to express the sen- 
timents of the respectable part of the community!” 

This speech was made on the occasion of one of the rare 
dinners given by Mr. and Mrs. Caxton to the grandees of the 
neighbourhood, and uttered by no less a person than Squire 
Rollick, of Rollick Hall, chairman of the quarter sessions. 

I confess that I, (for I was permitted on that first occasion 
not only to dine with the guests, but to outstay the ladies, in 
virtue of my growing years, and my promise to abstain from 
the decanters) — I confess, Isay, that I, poor innocent, was 
puzzled to conjecture what sudden interest in the county 
newspaper could cause Uncle Jack to prick up his ears like a 
warhorse at the sound of the drum, and rush so incontinently 
across the interval between Squire Rollick and himself. But 
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the mind of that deep and truly knowing man was not to be 
plumbed by a chit of my age. You could not fish for the shy 
salmon in that pool with a crooked pin and a bobbin , as you 
would for minnows; or, to indulge in a more worthy illustra- 
tion, you could not say of him, as St. Gregory saith of the 
streams of Jordan, “a lamb could wade easily through that 
ford.” 

“Not a county newspaper to advocate the rights of — ” 
here my uncle stopped, as if at a loss, and whispered in my 
ear, “What are his politics?” “Don’t know,” answered I. 
Uncle Jack intuitively took down from his memory the phrase 
most readily at hand, and added, with a nasal intonation, 
“ the rights of our distressed fellow-creatures ! ” 

My father scratched his eyebrow with his forefinger, as he 
was apt to do when doubtful ; the rest of the company — a 
silent set — looked up. 

“Fellow-creatures!” said Mr. Rollick — “fellow-fiddle- 
sticks 1 ” 

Uncle Jack was clearly in the wrong box. He drew out 
of it cautiously — “I mean,” said he, “ our respectable fellow- 
creatures;” and then suddenly it occurred to him that a 
“County Mercury” would naturally represent the agricultural 
interest, and that if Mr, Rollick said that the “County Mer- 
cury ought to be hanged,” he was one of those politicians 
who had already begun to call the agricultural interest “a 
Vampire.” Flushed with that fancied discovery, Uncle Jack 
rushed on, intending to bear along with the stream, thus 
fortunately directed, all the “rubbish”* subsequently shot 
into Covent Garden and the Hall of Commerce. 

“Yes, respectable fellow-creatures, men of capital and 
enterprise! For what are these country squires compared to 

* “We talked sad rubbish when we first began,” sajs Mr. Cobden 
tn one of bis speeches. 
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our wealthy merchants? What is this i^ricultural interest that 
professes to be the prop of the land? ” 

“Professesl” cried Squire Rollick, “It the prop of the 
land, and as for those manufacturing fellows who have bought 
up the Mercury — ” 

“Bought up the Mercury, have they, the villains ! ” cried 
Uncle Jack, interrupting the Squire, and now bursting into 
full scent — “Depend upon it. Sir, it is a part of a diabolical 
system of buying up, which must be exposed manfully. — 
Yes, as I was saying, what is that agricultural interest which 
they desire to ruin? which they declare to be so bloated — 
which they call ‘a vampire ! * they the true blood-suckers , the 
venomous millocrats ! Fellow-creatures , Sir I I may well call 
distressed fellow-creatures, the members of that much suffer- 
ing class of which you yourself are an ornament. What can 
be more deserving of our best efforts for relief, than a countrj' 
gentleman like yourself, we ’ll say — of a nominal :f 5000 a-year 
— compelled to keep up an establishment, pay for his fox- 
hounds, support the whole population by contributions to the 
poor rates, support the whole church by tithes; all justice, 
jails, and prosecutions by the county rates, all thoroughfares 
by the highway rates — ground down by mortgages, Jews, or 
jointures; having to provide for younger children; enormous 
expenses for cutting his woods, manuring his model farm, and 
fattening huge oxen till every pound of flesh costs him five 
pounds sterling in oilcake ; and then the lawsuits necessary 
to protect his rights; plundered on all hands by poachers, 
sheep-stealers, dog-stealers, church-wardens, overseers, 
gardeners, gamekeepers, and that necessary rascal, his 
steward. If e^er there was a distressed fellow-creature in 
the world, it is a country gentleman with a great estate.” 

My father evidently thought this an exquisite piece of 
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banter; for by the comer of his mouth I saw that he chuckled 
inly. 

Squire Rollick, who had intermpted the speech by sundry 
approving exclamations , particularly at the mention of poor 
rates, tithes, county rates, mortgages, and poachers, here 
pushed the bottle to Uncle Jack, and said civilly — “ There ’s 
a great deal of truth in what you say, Mr. Tibbets. The 
agricultural interest is going to ruin; and when it does, I 
would not give that for Old England!” and Mr. Rollick 
snapped his finger and thumb. “But what is to be done — 
done for the county? There ’s the rub.” 

“I was just coming to that,” quoth Uncle Jack. “You 
say that you have not a county paper that upholds your cause, 
and denounces your enemies.” 

“Not since the Whigs bought the — shire Mercury.” 

“Why, good heavens! Mr. Rollick, how can you suppose 
that you will have justice done you , if at this time of day you 
neglect the press? The press. Sir — there it is — air we 
breathe ! WTiat you want is a great national — no, not a na- 
tional — A PROVINCIAL proprietary weekly journal, supported 
liberally and steadily by that mighty party whose very 
existence is at stake. Without such a paper, you are gone, 
you are dead, extinct, defunct, buried alive; with such a 
paper, well conducted, well edited by a man of the world , of 
education, of practical experience in agriculture and human 
nature, mines, corn, manure, insurances, acts of parliament, 
cattle shows, the state of parties, and the best interests of 
society — with such a man and such a paper, you will carry all 
before you. But it must be done by subscription, by asso- 
ciation, by co-operation, by a grand provincial Benevolent 
Agricultural, Anti-innovating Society.” 

“Egad, Sir, you are right!” said Mr. Rollick, slapping 
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bia thigh; “and I ’ll ride over to our Lord-Lieutenant to- 
morrow. His eldest son ought to carry the county.” 

“And he will, if you encourage the press, and set up a 
journal,” said Uncle Jack, rubbing his hands, and then 
gently stretching them out, and drawing them gradually to- 
gether, as if he were already enclosing in that airy circle the 
unsuspecting guineas of the unborn association. 

All happiness dwells more in the hope than the possession; 
and at that moment, I dare he sworn that Uncle Jack felt a 
livelier rapture , circum prmcordia , warming his entrails, and 
diffusing throughout his whole frame of five feet eight the pro- 
phetic glow of the Magna Diva Moneta, than if he had enjoyed 
for ten years the actual possession of King Croesus’s privy 
purse. 

“I thought Uncle Jack was not aTory,” said I to my father 
the next day. 

My father, who cared nothing for politics, opened his 
eye«. 

“AreyouaTory ora Whig, Papa?” 

“Um,” said ray father — “there ’s a great deal to be said 
on both sides of the question. You see, my boy, thatMrs. 
Primmins has a great many moulds for our butter-pats; some- 
times they come up with a crown on them , sometimes with the 
more popular impress of a cow. It is all very well for those 
who dish up the butter to print it according to their taste, or 
in proof of their abilities ; it is enough for us to butter our 
bread, say grace, and pay for the dairj'. Do you under- 
stand?” 

“Not a bit. Sir.” 

“ Your namesake Pisistratus was wiser than you , then,” 
said my father. “And now let us feed the duck. Where *s 
your uncle?” 
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“He has borrowed Mr SquUls’s mare, Sir, and gone 
with Squire Rollick to the great lord they were talking of.” 
“Ohol” said my father, “brother Jack is going to print 
his butter I” 

And indeed Uncle Jack played his cards so well on this 
occasion, and set before the Lord-Lieutenant, with whom he 
had a personal interview, so fine a prospectus, and so nice a 
calculation, that before my holidays were over, he was in- 
stalled in a very handsome office in the county town, with 
private apartments over it, and a salary of ^500 a-year — for 
advocating the cause of his distressed fellow-creatures, in- 
cluding noblemen, squires, yeomanry', farmers, and all 
yearly subscribers in the New Pbopbietabv Agbicul tubal, 
- Anti-innovating — shibe Weekly Gazette. At the 
head of his newspaper Uncle Jack caused to be engraved a 
crown supported by a flail and a crook, with the motto “Pro 
rege et grege : ” — And that was llie way in which Uncle Jack 
printed his pats of butter. 


CHAPTER V. 

I SEEMED to myself to have made a leap in life when I re- 
turned to school. I no longer felt as a boy. Uncle Jack , out 
of his own purse , had presented me with my first pair of Wel- 
lington boots; my mother had been coaxed into allowing me a 
small tail to jackets hitherto tailless; my collars, which had 
been wont, spaniel-like, to flap and fall about my neck , now, 
terrier- wise, stood erect and rampant, encompassed with a 
circumvallation of whalebone, buckram, and black silk. I 
was , in truth , nearly seventeen , and I gave myself the airs of 
a man. Now be it observed, that that crisis in adolescent 
existence wherein we first pass from Master Sisty into Mr. 
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Pisistratus, or Pisistratus Caxton, Esq. — wherein we arro- 
gate, and with tacit concession from our elders, the long 
envied title of “young man” — always seems a sudden and 
imprompt upshooting and elevation. We do not mark the 
gradual preparations thereto ; we remember only one distinct 
period in which all the signs and symptoms burst and effer- 
vesced together; — Wellington boots, tail, stiffener, down 
on the upper lip, thoughts on razors, reveries on young ladies, 
and a new kind of sense of poetry. 

I began now to read steadily, to understand what I did 
read, and to cast some anxious looks towards the future, with 
vague notions that I had a place to win in the world , and that 
nothing is to be won without perseverance and labour; and so 
I went on till I was seventeen , and at the head of the school, 
when I received the two letters I subjoin. 

1. — From Augustine Caxton, Esq. 

“My Dear Son, — I have informed Dr. Herman that you 
will not return to him after the approaching holidays. You 
are old enough now to look forward to the embraces of our 
beloved Alma Mater, and I think studious enough to hope for 
the honours she bestows on her worthier sons. You are 
already entered at Trinity, — and in fancy I see my youth 
return to me in your image. I see you wandering where the 
Cam steals its way through those noble gardens ; and , con- 
fusing yon with myself, I recall the old dreams that haunted 
me when the chiming bells swung over the placid waters- 
‘Verum secretumque Mouteion, quam multa dictatis, quam 
multa invenitisl’ There, at that illustrious college, unless 
the race has indeed degenerated, you will measure yourself 
with young giants. You will see those who, in the Law, the / 
Church, the State, or the still cloisters of Learning, are 
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destined to become the eminent leaders of your age. To rank 
amongst tliem you are not forbidden to aspire; he who in 
youth ‘can scorn delight, and love laborious days,’ should 
pitch high his ambition. 

“Your Uncle Jack says he has done wonders with his 
newspaper, — though Mr. Rollick grumbles, and declares it 
is full of theories, and that it puzzles the farmers. Uncle 
Jack, in reply, contends that he creates an audience, not 
addresses one, — and sighs that his genius is thrown away in a 
provincial town. In fact, he really is a very clever man, and 
might do much in London, I dare say. He often comes over 
to dine and sleep, returning the next morning. His energy 
is wonderful, and — contagious. Can you imagine that he 
has actually stirred up the flame of my vanity, by constantly 
poking at the bars ? Metaphor apart — I find myself collecting 
all my notes and common-places , and wondering to see how 
easily they fall into method, and take shape in chapters and 
oooks. I cannot help smiling when I add, that I fancy lam 
going to become an author; and smiling more when I think 
that your Uncle Jack should have provoked me into so egre- 
gious an ambition. However, I have read some passages of 
my book to your mother, and she says “it is vastly fine,” 
which is encouraging. Your mother has great good sense, 
though I don’t mean to say that she has much learning, — 
which is a wonder, considering that Pic de la Mirandola was 
nothing to her father. Yet he died, dear great man, and 
never printed a line , — while I — positively I blush to think of 
my temerity 1 

“Adieu, my son; make the best of the time that remains 
with you at the Philhellenic. A full mind is the true Pantheism, 
plena Jovis. Wherever there is knowledge, there is God. It 
is only in some corner of the brain which we leave empty, that 
Vice can obtain a .lodging. When she knocks at your door. 


Digitized by Coogle 



60 


my son, be able to say, ‘No room for your ladyship, — pass 
on.’ — Your affectionate father, 

“A. Caxton.” 


2. — From Mbs. Caxton. 

“My Dearest Sisty, — You are coming home! — My 
heart is so full of that thought that it seems to me as if I could 
not write any thing else. Dear child, you are coming home; — 
you have done with school, you have done with strangers, — 
you are our own , all our own son again ! You are mine agiun, 
as you were in the cradle, the nursery, and the garden, Sisty, 
when we used to throw daisies at each other ! You will laugh 
at me so , when I tell you , that as soon as I heard you were 
coming home for good, I crept away from the room, and 
went to my drawer where I keep , you know, all my treasures. 
There was your little cap that I worked myself, and your poor 
little nankeen jacket that you were so proud to throw off — 
oh ! and many other relics of you when you were little Sisty, 
and I was not that cold formal ‘Mother* you call me now, but 
dear ‘Mamma.’ I kissed them, Sisty, and said ‘My little 
child is coming back to me again I ’ So foolish was I, I forgot 
all the long years that have passed, and fancied I could carry 
you again in my arms , and that I should again coax you to say 
‘ God bless papa.’ Well, well ! I write now between laughing 
and crying. You cannot be what you were, but you are still 
my own dear son — your father’s son — dearer to me than all 
the world — except that father. 

“I am so glad, too, that you will come so soon: come while 
your father is really warm with his book, and while you can en- 
courage and keep him to it. For why should he not be great 
and famous ? Why should not all admire him as we do? You 
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know how proud of him I always was ; but I do so long to let 
the world know why I was so proud. And yet, after all , it is 
not only because he is so wise and learned, — but because he is 
so good, and has such a large noble heart. But the heart must 
appear in the book too , as well as the learning. For though it 
is full of things I don’t understand, every now and then there it ^ 
something I do understand — that seems as if that heart spoke 
out to all the world. 

“Your uncle has undertaken to get it published ; and your 
father is going up to town with him about it, as soon as the first 
volume is finished. 

“All are quite well except poor Mrs. Jones, who has the 
ague very bad indeed ; Priramins has made her wear a charm 
for it, and Mrs. Jones actually declares she is already much 
better. One can’t deny that there may be a great deal in such 
things , though it seems quite against the reason. Indeed your 
father says, ‘Why not? A charm must be accompanied by a 
strong wish on the part of the charmer that it may succeed, — 
and what is magnetism but a wish ? ’ I don’t quite comprehend 
this ; but, like all your father says, it has more than meets the 
eye, I am quite sure. 

“Only three weeks to the holidays, and then no more 
school, Sisty — no more school! I shall have your room all 
done freshly, and made so pretty ; they are coming about it to- 
morrow. 

“The duck is quite well, and I really don’t think it is quite 
as lame as it was. 

“God bless you, dear, dear child! — Your affectionate 
happy mother, “K. C.” 


The interval' between these letters and the morning on 
which I was to return home, seemed to me like one of those 
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long, restless, yet half dreamy days which in some infant ma- 
lady I had passed in a sick-bed. I went through my task-work 
mechanically, composed a Greek ode in farewell to the Phil- 
hellenic, which Dr. Herman pronounced a ch^f-d oeuvre , and 
my father, to whom I sent it in triumph, returned a letter of 
^ false English with it, that parodied all my Hellenic barbarisms 
by Imitating them in my mother tongue. However,! swallowed 
the leek, and consoled myself with the pleasing recollection 
that, after spending six years in learning to write bad Greek , I 
should never have any further occasion to avail myself of so 
precious an accomplishment. 

And so came the last day. Then, alone, and in a kind of 
delighted melancholy, I revisited each of the old haunts. The 
robbers’ cave we had dug one winter, and maintained, six of 
us, against all the police of the little kingdom. The place near 
the pales where I had fought my first battle. The old beech 
stump on which I sate to read letters from home I 

With my knife, rich in six blades, (besides a cork-screw, a 
pen-picker, and a button-hook,) I carved my name in large ca- 
pitals over my desk. Then night came , and the bell rang, and 
we went to our rooms. And I opened the window and looked 
out. I saw all the stars, and wondered which was mine — 
which should light to fame and fortune the manhood about to 
commence. Hope and Ambition were high within me ; — and 
yet, behind them, stood Melancholy. Ah! who amongst yon, 
readers, can now summon back all those thoughts, sweet and 
sad — all that untold, half-conscious regret for the past — all 
those vague longings for the future, which made a poet of 
the dullest on the last night before leaving boyhood and school 
for ever I 
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CHAPTER I. 

It was a beautiful summer afternoon when the coach set 
me down at my father’s gate. Mrs. Primmins herself ran out 
to welcome me; and I had scarcely escaped from the warm 
clasp of her friendly hand, before I was in the arms of my 
mother. 

As soon as that tenderest of parents was convinced that I 
was not famished, seeing that I had dined two hours ago at 
Dr. Herman’s, she led me gently across the garden towards 
the arbour. “ You will find your father so cheerful,” said she, 
wiping away a tear. “His brother is with him.” , 

I stopped. HU brother! Will the reader believe it? — 
I had never heard that he had a brother, so little were family 
affairs ever discussed in my hearing. 

brother!” said I. “Have I then an Uncle Caxton as 
well as an Uncle Jack? ” 

“Yes, my love,” said my mother. And then she added, 
“Your father and he were not such good friends as they ought 
to have been , and the Captain has been abroad. However, 
thank heaven 1 they are now quite reconciled.” 

We had time for no more — we were in the arbour. There, 
a table was spread with wine and fruit — the gentlemen were 
at their dessert; and those gentlemen were my father. Uncle 
Jack, Mr. Squills, and, tall, lean, buttoned-to-the-chin — 
an erect, martial, majestic, and imposing personage, who 
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seemed worthy of a place in my great ancestor’s “Boke of 
Chivalrie.” 

All rose as I entered; but my poor father, who was always 
slow in his movements , had the last of me. Uncle Jack had 
left the very powerful impression of his great seal-ring on my 
fingers; Mr. Squills had patted me on the shoulder, and 
pronounced me “wonderfully grown ; ” my new-found relative 
had with great dignity said, “Nephew, your hand. Sir — I 
am Captain de Caxton;” and even the tame duck had taken 
her beak from her wing, and rubbed it gently between my 
legs, which was her usual mode of salutation, before my father 
placed his pale hand on my forehead, and, looking at me for 
a moment with unutterable sweetness , said, “More and more 
like your mother — God bless you ! ” 

A chair had been ke{>t vacant for me between my father 
and his brother. I sat down in haste , and with a tingling 
colour on my cheeks and a rising at my throat, so much had 
the unusual kindness of my father’s greeting affected me; 
and then there came over me a sense of my new position. 1 
was no longer a schoolboy at home for his brief holiday : I had 
returned to the shelter of the roof-tree, to become myself 
one of its supports. I was at last a man, privileged to aid or 
solace those dear ones who had ministered, as yet without 
return, to me. That is a very strange crisis in our life wlien 
we come home “/or good." Home seems a different thing: 
before, one has been but a sort of guest after all, only wel- 
comed and indulged, and little festivities held in honour of 
the released and happy child. But to come home for good — 
to have done with school and boyhood — is to be a guest, 
a child no more. It is to share the every-day life of cares and 
duties — it is to enter into the confidences of home. Is it not 
so? I could have buried my face in my hands, and wept! 
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My father, with all his abstraction and all his simplicity, 
had a knack now and then of penetrating at once to the heart. 
I verily believe he read all that was passing in mine as easily 
as if it had been Greek. He stole his arm gently round my 
waist, and whispered, “Hushl” Then lifting his voice , he 
cried aloud, “ Brother Roland, yon must not let Jack have the 
best of the argument.” 

“Brother Austin,” replied the Captain, very formally, 
“Mr. Jack , if I may take the liberty so to call him” — 

“You may indeed,” cried Uncle Jack. 

“Sir,” said the Captain, bowing, “it is a familiarity that 
does me honour. I was about to say that Mr. Jack has retired 
from the field.” 

“Far from it,” said Squills, dropping an eflcrvescing 
powder into a chemical mixture which he had been preparing 
with great attention, composed of sherry and lemon-juice — 
“far from it. Mr. Tibbets — whose organ of combativeness 
is finely developed, by the bye — was saying, — ” 

“That it is a rank sin and shame, in the nineteenth cen- 
tury” — quoth Uncle Jack — “that a man like my friend 
Captain Caxfon ” — 

Caxton, Sir — Mr. Jack.” 

“De Caxton — of the highest military talents, of the most 
illustrious descent — a hero sprung from heroes — should 
have served so many years and with such distinction in his 
Majesty’s service, and should now be only a captain on half- 
pay. This, I say, comes of the infamous system of purchase, 
which sets up the highest honours for sale as they did in the 
Roman Empire” — 

My father pricked up his ears ; but Uncle Jack pushed on 
before my father could get ready the forces of his meditated 
interruption ; — 

“A syfitera which a little effort, a little union , can so easily 
The Caxtons. L 5 
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terminate. Yes , Sir ” — and Uncle Jack thumped the table, 
and two cherries bobbed up and smote Captain de Caxton on 
the nose — “yes, Sir, I will undertake to say that I could put 
the army upon a very different footing. If the poorer and 
more meritorious gentlemen , like Captain de Caxton , would, 
as I was just observing, but unite in a grand anti-aristocratic 
association, each paying a small sum quarterly, we could 
realise a capital sufficient to outpurchase all these undeserving 
individuals, and every man of merit should have his fair 
chance of promotion.” 

“Egad, Sirl” said Squills, “there is something grand in 
that — eh. Captain?” 

“No, Sir,” replied the Captain, quite seriously ; “there 
is in monarchies but one fountain of honour. It would be an 
interference with a soldier’s first duty — his respect for his 
sovereign.” 

“On the contrary,” said Mr. Squills, “it would still be to 
the sovereigns that one would owe the promotion.” 

“Honour,” pursued the Captain, colouring up, and un- 
heeding this witty interruption, “is the reward of a soldier. 
What do I care that a young jackanapes buys his colonelcy 
over my head? Sir, he does not buy from me my wounds 
and my services. Sir, he does not buy from me the medal I 
won at Waterloo. He is a rich man, and I am a poor man ; he 
is called — colonel, because he paid money for the name. 
That pleases him ; well and good. It would not please me : I 
had rather remain a captain, and feel my dignity, not in my i 
title, but in the services by which it has been won. A beg- | 
garly, rascally association of stockbrokers, for aught I know, I 
buy me a company! I don’t want to be uncivil, or I would 
say. Damn ’em, Mr. — Sir — Jack I” 

A sort of thrill ran through the Captain’s audience — even 
Uncle Jack look<}d touched, as I thought, for he stared very | 
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hard at the grim veteran , and said nothing. The pause was 
awkward — Mr. Squills broke it. “ I should like,” quoth he, 
“to see your Waterloo medal — you have not it about you? ” 
“Mr. Squills,” answered the Captain, “it lies next to my 
heart while I live. It shall be buried in my coffin, and I shall 
rise with it, at the word of command, on the day of the Grand 
Review I” So saying, the Captain leisurely unbuttoned his 
coat, and, detaching from a piece of striped ribbon as ugly a 
specimen of the art of the silversmith (begging its pardon) as 
ever rewarded merit at the expense of taste, placed the medal 
on the table. 

The medal passed round, without a word, from hand to 
hand. 

“It is strange,” at last said my father, “how such trifles 
can be made of such value — how in one age a man sells 
his life for what in the next age he would not give a button I A 
Greek esteemed beyond price a few leaves of olive twisted 
into a circular shape, and set upon his head — a very ridicu- 
lous headgear we should now call it. An American Indian 
prefers a decoration of human scalps, which, I apprehend, 
we should all agree (save and except Mr. Squills, who is 
accustomed to such things) to be a very disgusting addition to 
one’s personal attractions; and my brother values this piece 
of silver, which may be worth about five shillings, more than 
Jack does a gold mine, or I do the library of the London 
Museum. A time will come when people will think that as idle 
a decoration as leaves and scalps.” 

“Brother,” said the Captain, “there is nothing strange in 
the matter. It is as plain as a pike-staff to a man who under- 
stands the principles of honour.” 

“Possibly,” said my father mildly, “I should like to hear 
what you have to say upon honour. I am sure it would very 
much edify us all.” 

5 * 
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CHAPTER H. 

My uncle Boland’s discourse upon honour. 

“Gentlemen,” began the Captain , at the distinct appeal 
thus made to him — “Gentlemen, God made the earth, but man 
made the garden. God made man, but man re-creates him- 
self.” 

“True, by knowledge,” said my father. 

“By industry,” said Uncle Jack. 

“By the physical condition of his body,” said Mr. Squills. 
“He could not have made himself other than he was at first in 
. the woods and wilds if he had had fins like a fish, or could only 
chatter gibberish like a monkey. Hands and a tongue. Sir; 
these are the instruments of progress.” 

“Mr. Squills,” said my father, nodding, “Anaxagoras 
said very much the same thing before you, touching the 
hands.” 

“I can’t help that,” answered Mr. Squills; “one could not 
open one’s lips if one were bound to say what nobody else had 
said. But, after all, our superiority is less in our hands than 
the greatness of our thumbs.'* 

“Albinus, de SceleiOy and our own learned William 
Lawrence, have made a similar remark,” again put in my 
father. 

“Hang it, Sir!” exclaimed Squills, “ what business have 
you to know every thing?” 

“Every thing! No; but thumbs furnish subjects of in- 
vestigation to the simplest understanding,” said my father, 
modestly. 

“Gentlemen,” recommenced my Uncle Roland, “thumbs 
and hands are given to an Esquimaux, as well as to scholars 
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and surgeons — and what the deuce are they the wiser for 
them? Sirs, you cannot reduce us thus into mechanism. Look 
within. Man, I say, re-creates himself. How? By the 
Principle of Honour. His first desire is to excel some one 
else — his first impulse is distinction above his fellows. Heaven 
places in his soul, as if it were a compass, a needle that always 
points to one end, — viz., to honour in that which those around 
him consider honourable. Therefore, as man at first is ex- 
posed to all dangers from wild beasts, and from men as savage 
as himself. Courage becomes the first quality mankind must 
honour: therefore the savage is courageous; therefore he 
covets..the prmse for courage; therefore >he decorates himself 
with theskins of thebeasts he has subdued, or the scalps of the 
foes he has slain. Sirs, don’t tell me that the skins and the 
scalps are only hide and leather; they are trophies of honour. 
Don’t tell me that they are ridiculous and disgusting ; they be- 
come glorious as proofs that the savage has emerged out of the 
first brute-like egotism, and attached price to the praise which 
men never give except for works that secure or advance their 
welfare. By-and-by, Sirs , our savages discover that they can- 
not live in safety amongst themselves unless they agree to 
speak the truth to each other; therefore Truth becomes 
valued, and grows into a principle of honour; so, brother 
Austin will tell us that, in the primitive times, truth was always 
the attribute of a hero.” 

“Right,” said my father: “Homer emphatically gives it to 
Achilles.” 

“ Out of truth comes the necessity for some kind of rude 
justice and law. Therefore men, after courage in the warrior, 
and truth in all, begin to attach honour to the elder, whom they 
intrust with preserving justice amongst them. So, Sirs, Law is 
bom—” 

“But the first lawgivers were priests,” quoth my father. 
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“Sirs, I am coming to that. Whence arises the desire of 
honour, but from man’s necessity of excelling — in other words, 
of improving his faculties for the benefit of others, — though, 
unconscious of that consequence, man only strives for their 
praise? But that desire for honour is unextinguishable, and 
man is naturally anxious to cariynts rewards beyond the grave. 
Therefore, he who has slain most lions or enemies, is naturally 
prone to believe that he shall have the best hunting fields in 
the country beyond, and take the best place at the banquet. 
Nature, in all its operations, impresses Man with the idea of an 
invisible Power; and the principle of honour, — that is, the 
desire of praise and reward, — makes him anxious for the 
approval which that Power can bestow. Thence comes the 
first rude idea of Religion; and in the death-hymn at the 
stake , the savage chants songs prophetic of the distinctions he 
is about to receive. Society goes on; hamlets are built; pro- 
perty is established. He who has more than another has more 
power than another. Power is honoured. Man covets the 
honour attached to the power which is attached to possession. 
Thus the soil is cultivated ; thus the rafts are constructed ; thus 
tribe trades with tribe; thus Commerce is founded and Civi- 
lisation commenced. Sirs, all that seems least connected 
with honour, as we approach the vulgar days of the present, 
has its origin in honour, and is but an abuse of its principles. If 
men now-a-days are hucksters and traders — if even military 
honours are purchased, and a rogue buys his way to a peerage 
— still all arise from the desire for honour, which society, as it 
grows old, gives to the outward signs of titles and gold, instead 
of, as once, to its inward essentials, — courage, truth, justice, 
enterprise. Therefore, I say. Sirs, that honour is the foun- 
dation of all improvement in mankind.” 

“You have argued like a schoolman, brother,” said Mr. 
Caxton admiringly ; “but still, as to this round piece of silver, 
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— don’t we go back to the most barbarous ages in'estimating 
so highly such things as have no real value in themselves — 
as could not give us one opportunity for instructing our 
minds.” 

“Could not pay for a pair of boots,” added Uncle 
Jack. 

“Or,” said Mr. Squills, “save you one twinge of the cursed 
rheumatism you have got for life from that night’s bivouac in 
the Portuguese marshes — to say nothing of the bullet in your 
cranium, and that cork leg, which most much diminish the sa> 
lutary effects of your constitutional walk.” 

“Gentlemen,” resumed the Captain, nothing abashed, “in 
going back to these barbarous ages, I go back to the true prin- 
ciples of honour. It is precisely because this round piece of 
silver has no value in the market that it is priceless, for thus it 
is only a proof of desert. Where would be the sense of service 
in this medal, if it could buy back my leg, or if I could bargain 
it away for forty thousand a-year? No , Sirs , its value is this — 
thatwhen I wear it on my breast men shall say, ‘ that formal old 
fellow is not so useless as he seems. He was one of those who 
saved England and freed Europe.’ And even when I conceal 
it here,” (and devoutly kissing the medal. Uncle Poland re- 
stored it to its ribbon and its resting-place,) “and no eye sees 
it, its value is yet greater in the thought that my country' has 
not degraded the old and time principles of honour by paying 
the soldier who fought for her in the same coin as that in which 
you,. Mr. Jack, Sir, pay your bootmaker’s bill. No, no, gen- 
tlemen. As courage was the first virtue that honour called 
forth — the first virtue from which all safety and civilisation 
proceed, so we do right to keep that one virtue at least clear 
and unsullied from all the money-making, mercenary, pay-me- 
in-cash abomiuations which are the vices, not the virtues, of the 
civilisation it has produced.” 
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My Uncle Roland here came to a full stop ; and , filling his 
glass , rose and said solemnly — “A last bumper, gentlemen. — 
‘ To the dead who died for England I’ ” 


CHAPTER m. 

“Indeed, my dear, you must take it. You certainly have 
caught cold : you sneezed three times together.” 

“Yes, Ma’am , because I would take a pinch of Unde Ro- 
land’s snuOr, just to say that I had taken a pinch out of his box 

— the honour of the thing, you know.” 

“ Ah , my dear I what was that very clever remark you made 
at the same time which so pleased your father — something 
about Jews and the college? ” 

“Jews and — oh! ^pulverem Olytnpicum collegissejuvaty my 
dear mother — which means, that it is a pleasure to take a pinch 
out of a brave man’s snuff-box. I say, mother, put down the 
posset. Yes, I ’ll take it; I will, indeed. Now, then, sit here 

— that ’s right — and tell me all you know about this famous 
old Captain. Imprimis , he is older than my father? ” 

“To be sure!” exclaimed my mother indignantly; “he 
looks twenty years older; but there is only five years’ real 
difference. Your father must always look young.” 

“And why does Uncle Roland put that absurd French 
de before his name — and why were my father and he not 
good friends — and is he married — and has he any chil- 
dren?” 

Scene of this conference — my own little room, new 
papered on purpose for my return for good — trellis-work 
paper, flowers and birds — all so fresh, and so new, and so 
clean, and so gay — with my books ranged in neat shelves, 
and a writing-table by the window; and, without the window, 
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shines the still summer moon. The window is a little open; 
you scent the flowers and new-mown hay. Past eleven ; and 
the boy and his dear mother are all alone. 

*‘My dear, mj dear! you ask so many questions at 
once.” 

“Don’t answer them then. Begin at the beginning, as 
Nurse Primmins does with her fmry tales — ‘Once on a 
time.”* 

“Once on a time, then,” said my mother — kissing me 
between the eyes — “once on a time, my love, there was a 
certain clergyman in Cumberland, who had two sons ; he had 
but a small living, and the boys were to make their own way 
in the world. But close to the parsonage, on the brow of a 
hill, rose an old ruin , with one tower left, and this, with half 
the country round it, had once belonged to the clergyman’s 
family; but all had been sold — all gone piece by piece, you 
see, my dear, except the presentation to the living, (what 
they call the advowson was sold too ,) which had been secured 
to the last of the family. The elder of these sons was your 
Uncle Roland, the younger was your father. Now I believe 
the first quarrel arose from the absurdest thing possible, as 
your father says ; but Roland was exceedingly touchy on all 
•things connected with his ancestors. He was always poring 
over the old pedigree, or wandering amongst the ruins, or 
reading books of knight-errantry. Well, where this pedigree 
began I know not, but it seems that King Henry II. gave some 
lands in Cumberland to one Sir Adam de Caxton ; and from 
that time, you see, the pedigree went regularly from father to 
son till Henry V.; then, apparently from the disorders, pro- 
duced, as your father says, by the Wars of the Roses, there 
was a sad blank left — only one or two names, without dates 
or marriages, till the time of Henry VII., except that in the 
reign of Edward IV. there was one insertion of a William 
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Cazton (named in a deed). Now in the village church there 
was a beautiful brass monument to one Sir William de Caxton, 
who had been killed at the battle of Bosworth, fighting for 
that wicked King Richard III. And about the same time 
there lived, as you know, the great printer, William Caxton. 
Well, your father, happening to be in town on a visit to his 
aunt, took great trouble in hunting up all the old papers he 
could find at the Heralds’ College; and sure enough he was 
overjoyed to satisfy himself that he was descended, not from 
that poor Sir William, who had been killed in so bad a cause, 
but from the great printer, who was from a younger branch of 
the same family, and to whose descendants the estate cable, 
in the reign of Henry VIH. It was upon this that your Uncle 
^ Roland quarrelled with him ; and, indeed, I tremble to think 
that they may touch on that matter again.” 

“Then, my dear mother, I must say my uncle was wrong 
there, so far as common-senseis concerned; but still, some- 
how or other, I can understand it — surely this was not the 
only cause of estrangement!” 

My mother looked down, and moved one hand gently over 
the other, which was her way when embarrassed. “ What was 
it, my own mother? ” said I, coaxingly. 

“I believe — that is, I — I think that they were both at- 
tached to the same young lady.” 

“How! you don’t mean to say that my father was ever in 
love with any one but you? ” 

“Yes, Sisty — yes, and deeply! and,” added my mother 
after a slight pause, and with a very low sigh, “he never was 
in love with me ; and what is more, he had the frankness to tell 
me so!” 

“And yet you — ” 

“Married him — yes!” said my mother, raising the softest 
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and purest eyes that ever lover could have wished to read his 
fate in ; — 

“ Yes , for the old love was hopeless. I knew that I could 
make him happy. I knew that he would love me at last, and 
he does so ! My son, your father loves me 1 ” 

As she spoke, there came a blush as innocent as virgin ever 
knew, to my mother’s smooth cheek; and she looked so fair, 
so good, and still so young, all the while, that you would have 
said that either Dusius, the Teuton fiend, or Nock, the 
Scandinavian sea-imp, from whom the learned assure us we 
derive our modern Daimones, “The Deuce” and Old Nick, 
had indeed possessed my father, if he had not learned to love 
such a creature. 

I pressed her hand to my lips , but my heart was too full to 
speak for a moment or so ; and then I partially changed the 
subject. 

“Well, and this rivalry estranged them more? And who 
was the lady? ” 

“Your father never told me, and I never asked,” said my 
mother simply. “But she was very different from me, I 
know. Very accomplished, very beautiful, very high-bom.” 

“For all that, my father was a lucky man to escape her. 
Pass on. What did the Captain do ? ” 

“Why, about that time your grandfather died, and shortly 
after an aunt, on the mother’s side, who was rich and saving, 
and unexpectedly left them each sixteen thousand pounds. 
Your uncle, with his share, bought back, at an enormous 
price, the old castle and some land round it, which they say 
does ndt bring him in three hundred a-year. With the little 
that remained, he purchased a commission in the army; and 
the brothers met no more, till last week, when Roland sud- 
denly arrived.” 

“ He did not marry this accomplished young lady ? ” 
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“No! but he married another, and is a widower.” 

“Why, he was as inconstant as my father; and I am sure 
without so good an excuse. How was that? ” 

“I don’t know. He says nothing about it.” 

“ Has he any children ? ” 

“Two; a son — by the bye, you must never speak about 
him. Your uncle briefly said , when I asked him what was his 
family, ‘a girl. Ma’am. I had a son, but, — ’ 

“ ‘He is dead,’ cried your father, in his kind pitying 
voice. 

“ ‘Dead to me, brother, — and you will never mention his 
name 1 ’ You should have seen how stern your uncle looked. 
I was terrified.” 

“ But the girl, — why did not he bring her here? ” 

“She is still in France, but he talks of going over for her; 
and we have half promised to visit them both in Cumberland. 

— But, bless me! is that twelve? and the posset quite 
cold!” 

“One word more, dearest mother — one word. My fa- 
ther’s book — is he still going on with it? ” 

“Oh yes, indeed!” cried my mother, clasping her hands ; 
“and he must read it to you, as he does to me — you will 
understand it so well. I have always been so anxious that the 
wbrld should know him , and be proud of him as we are , — so 

— so anxious! — for perhaps, Sisty, if he had married that 
great lady, he would have roused himself, been more ambi- 
tious — and I could only make him happy, I could not make 
him great! ” 

“ So he has listened to you at last? ” 

“ To me ! ” said my mother, shaking her head and smiling 
gently : “No , rather to your Uncle Jack , — who, I am happy 
to say, has at length got a proper hold over him.” 

*‘A proper hold, my dear mother! Pray beware of Uncle 
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Jack, or we shall be all swept into a coal-mine, or explode, 
with a grand national company for making gunpowder out of 
tea-leaves 1 ” 

“Wicked child!” said my mother laughing; and then, as 
she took up her candle and lingered a moment while I wound 
my watch, she said musingly, — “Yet Jack is very, very 
clever, — and if for your sake we could make a fortune, 
Sisty!” 

“You frighten me out of my wits , mother I You are not in 
earnest?” 

“And if my brother could be the means of raising him in 
the world ” — 

“Your brother would be enough to sink all the ships in the 
Channel , Ma’am , ” said I, quite irreverently. I was shocked, 
before the words were well out of my mouth; and throwing 
my arms round my mother’s neck, I kissed away the pain I 
had inflicted. 

When I was left alone and in my own little crib , in which 
my slumber had ever been so soft and easy, — I might as well 
have been lying upon cut straw. I tCssed to and fro — I could 
not sleep. I rose, threw on my dressing-gown, lighted my 
candle, and sat down by the table near the window. First, I 
thought of the unfinished outline of my father’s youth , so sud- 
denly sketched before me. I filled up the missing colours, and 
fancied the picture explained all that had often perplexed my 
conjectures. I comprehended, I suppose by some secret sym- 
pathy in my own nature, (for experience in mankind could 
have taught me little enough,) how an ardent, serious, in- 
quiring mind — struggling into passion under the load of 
knowledge , had , with that stimulus sadly and abruptly with- 
drawn, sunk into the quiet of passive, aimless study. I com- 
prehended how, in the indolence of a happy but unimpas- 
sioned marriage, with a companion so gentle, so provident and 
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watchful, yet so little formed to rouse, and task, and fire an 
intellect naturally calm and meditative , — years upon years 
had crept away in the learned idleness of a solitary scholar. 
I comprehended, too, how gradually and slowly, as my father 
entered that stage of middle life , when all men are most prone 
to ambition — the long silenced whispers were heard again ; 
and the mind at last escaping from the listless weight which a 
baffled and disappointed heart had laid upon it, saw once 
more, fair as in youth, the only true mistress of Genius — 
Fame! 

Oh! how I sympathised, too, in my mother’s gentle 
triumph. How now, looking over the past, I could see, year 
after year, how she had stolen more and more into my father’s 
heart of hearts , — how what had been kindness had grown 
into love, — how custom and habit, and the countless links in 
the sweet charities of home, had supplied that sympathy with 
the genial man, which had been missed at first by the lonely 
scholar. 

Next 1 thought of the gray, eagle-eyed old soldier, with his 
ruined tower and barren acres, — and saw before me his 
proud, prejudiced, chivalrous boyhood, gliding through the 
ruins or poring over the mouldy pedigree. And this son , so 
disowned, — for what dark offence? — an awe crept over me. 
And this girl, — his ewelamb — his all, — was she fair? had 
she blue eyes like my mother, or a high Roman nose and 
beetle-brows like Captain Roland? I mused, and mused, and 
mused, — and the candle went out — and the moonlight grew 
broader and stiller; till at last I was sailing in a balloon with 
Uncle Jack, and had just tumbled into the Red Sea — when 
the well-known voice of nurse Primmins restored me to life, 
with a “ God bless my heart ! the boy has not been in bed all 
this ’varsal night! ” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

As soon as I was dressed, I hastened down stairs, for I 
longed to revisit my old haunts — the little plot of garden I 
had sown with anemones and cresses ; the walk by the peach 
wall ; the pond wherein I had angled for roach and perch. 

Entering the hall, I discovered my Uncle Roland in a great 
state of embarrassment. The maid-servant was scrubbing 
the stones at the hall door; she was naturally plump, and it is 
astonishing how much more plump a female becomes when she 
is on all fours 1 — the maid-servant then was^ scrubbing the 
stones, her face turned from the Captain, and the Captain 
evidently meditating a sortie, stood ruefully gazing at the ob- 
stacle before him, and hemming loud. Alas, the maid-servant 
was deaf I I stopped , curious to see how Uncle Roland would 
extricate himself from the dilemma. 

Finding that his h^ms were in vain , my uncle made himself 
as small as he could, and glided close to the left of the wall ; at 
that instant, the maid turned abruptly round towards the right, 
and completely obstructed, by this manoeuvre , the slight cre- 
vice through which hope had dawned on her captive. My 
uncle stood stock-still , — and to say the truth , he could not 
have stirred an inch without coming into personal contact with 
the rounded charms which blockaded his movements. My 
uncle took off his hat and scratched his forehead in great per- 
plexity. Presently, by a slight turn of the flanks, the opposing 
party, while leaving him the opportunity of return, entirely 
precluded all chance of egress in that quarter. My uncle re- 
treated in haste, and now presented himself to the right wing of 
the enemy. He had scarcely done so, when, without looking be- 
hind her, the blockading party shoved aside the pail that crip- 
pled the range of her operations, and so placed it that it formed 
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a formidable barricade, wbich my uncle’s cork leg bad no 
chance of surmounting. Therewith Captain Roland lifted his 
eyes appealingly to heaven, and 1 heard him distinctly eja- 
culate — 

“ Would to Heaven she was a creature in breeches 1 ” 

But happily at this moment the maid-servant turned her 
head sharply round, and seeing the Captain, rose in an instant, 
moved away the pail, and dropped a frightened curtsey. 

My Uncle Roland touched his hat. “ I beg you a'thousand 
pardons , my good girl, ” said he ; and, with a half bow, he slid 
into the open air. 

“You have a soldier’s politeness, uncle,” saidi, tucking 
my arm into Captain Roland’s. 

“Tush, my boy,” said he, smiling seriously, and colouring 
up to the temples; “tush, say a gentleman’s I To us. Sir, 
every woman is a lady, in right of her sex. ” 

Now, 1 had often occasion later to recall that aphorism of 
my uncle’s ; and it served to explain to me, how a man, so pre- 
judiced on the score of family pride, never seemed to con- 
sider it an offence in my father to have married a woman 
whose pedigree was as brief as my dear mother’s. Had she 
been aMontmorend, my uncle could not have been more re- 
spectful and gallant than he was to that meek descendant of 
the Tibbettses. He held, indeed, a doctrine which I never 
knew any other man, vain of family, approve or support, — a 
doctrine deduced from the following syllogisms: 1st, That 
birth was not valuable in itself, but as a transmission of certain 
qualities which descent from a race of warriors should per- 
petuate, viz., truth, ’courage, honour; 2dly,That, whereas from 
the woman’s side we derive our more intellectual faculties, 
from the man’s we derive our moral; a clever and witty man 
generally has a clever and witty mother; a brave and honour- 
able man , a brave and honourable father. Therefore , all the 
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qualities whicli attention to race should perpetuate arc the 
manly qualities traceable only from \hQ father^ s side. Again, he 
held, that while the aristocracy have higher and more chival- 
rous notions , the people generally have shrewder and livelier 
ideas. Therefore, to prevent gentlemen from degenerating 
into complete dunder-heads , an admixture with the people, 
provided always it was on the female side, was not only excu- 
sable but expedient; and, finally, my uncle held, that, whereas 
a man is a rude, coarse, sensual animal, and requires all manner 
of associations to dignify and refine him, woman is so naturally 
susceptible of every thing beautiful in sentiment, and generous 
in purpose , that she has only to be a true woman to be a fit 
peer for a king. Odd and preposterous notions, no doubt, 
and capable of much controversy, so far as the doctrine of race 
(if that be any way tenable) is concerned; but, then , the plain 
fact is, that my Uncle Roland was as eccentric and contra- 
dictory a gentleman — as — - as — why , as you and I are , if we 
once venture to think for ourselves. 

“Well, Sir, and what profession are you meant for?’* 
asked my uncle. “Notthearmy, Ifear?” 

“I have never thought of the subject, uncle. ” 

“Thank heaven,” said Captain Roland, “we have never 
yet had a lawyer in the family 1 nor a stockbroker; nor a 
tradesm — ahem 1 ” 

I saw that my great ancestor the printer suddenly rose up 
in that hem ! 

“Why, uncle, there are honourable men in all callings.” 

“ Certainly, Sir. But in all callings honour is not the first 
principle of action.” 

' “But it may be. Sir, if a man of honour pursue it! There 
are some soldiers who have been great rascals I ” 

77ie Caxtons. 1. 6 
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My uncle looked posed , and his black brows met thought- 
fully. 

“You are right, hoy, I dare say,” he answered some- 
what mildly. “But do you think that it ought to give me as 
much pleasure to look on my old ruined tower, if I knew it 
had been bought by some herring-dealer, like the first an- 
cestor of the Poles , as I do now, when I know it was given to 
a knight and gentleman, (who traced his descent from an 
Anglo-Dane in the time of King Alfred,) for services done in 
Aquitaine and Gascony, by Henry the Plan tagenet? And do 
you mean to tell me, that I should have been the same man, 
if I had not from a boy associated that old tower with all ideas 
of what its owners were, and should be, as knights and gen- 
tlemen? Sir, you would have made a different being of me, 
if at the head of my pedigree you had clapped a herring- 
dealer; though, I dare say, the herring-dealer might have 
been as good a man as ever the Anglo-Dane wasl God rest 
himl” 

“And for the same reason, I suppose. Sir, that you think 
my father never would have been quite the same being he is, 
if he had not made that notable discovery touching our descent 
from the great William Caxton, the printer! ” 

My uncle bounded as if he had been shot; bounded so 
incautiously, considering the materials of which one leg was 
composed, that he would have fallen into a strawberry-bed 
if I had not caught him by the arm. 

“Why, you — you — you young jackanapes,” cried the 
Captain, shaking me off* as soon as he had regained his equili- 
brium. “You do not mean to inherit that infamous crotchet 
my brother has got into his head? You do not mean to 
exchange Sir William de Caxton, who fought and fell at 
Bosworth, for the mechanic who sold blackletter pamphlets 
in the Sanctuary at Westminster? ” 
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“That depends on the evidence, uncle 1” 

“No, Sir, like all noble truths, it depends wpon faith. 
Men, now -a- days,” continued my uncle, with a look of 
ineffable disgust, “actually require that truths should bo 
proved.” 

“It is a sad conceit on their part, no doubt, my dear 
uncle. But till a truth is proved , how can we know that it is a 
truth?” 

I thought that in that very sagacious question I had effec- 
tually caught my uncle. Not I. He slipped through it like 
an eel. 

“Sir,” said he, “whatever, in Truth, makes a man’s , 
heart warmer, and his soul purer, is a belief, not a knowledge. 
Proof, Sir, is a handcuff — belief is a wingl Want proof as 
to an ancestor in the reign of King Richard ! Sir, you cannot 
even prove to the satisfaction of a logician that you are the 
son of your own father. Sir, a religious man does not want 
to reason about his religion — religion is not mathematics. 
Religion is to be felt, not proved. There are a great many 
things in the religion of a good man which are not in the 
catechism. Proof!” continued my uncle, growing violent — 
“Proof, Sir, is a low, vulgar, levelling, rascally Jacobin — 
Belief is a loyal, generous, chivalrous gentleman! No, no — 
prove what you please, you shall never rob me of one belief, 
that has made me — ” 

“The finest hearted creature that ever talked nonsense,” 
said my father, who came up like Horace’s deity just at the 
right moment. “What is it you must believe in, brother, no 
matter what the proof against you ? ” 

My uncle was silent ; and with great energy dug the point 
of his cane into the gravel. 

“He will not believe in our great ancestor the printer,” 
said 1, maliciously. 

6 * 
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My father’s calm brow was overcast in a moment. 
“Brother,” said the Captain loftily , “you have aright to 
your own ideas, but you should take care how they con- 
taminate your child.” 

“Contaminate!” said my father; and for the first time I 
saw an angry sparkle flash from his eyes, but he checked him- 
self on the instant ; “change the word, my dear brother.” 
“No, Sir, I will not change it! to bely the records of the 
family ! ” 

“Records! A brass plate in a village church against all 
the books of the College of Arms ! ” 

“To renounce, as your ancestor, a knight who died in the 
field!” 

“For the worst cause that man ever fought for! ” 

“On behalf of his king! ” 

“ Who had murdered his nephews ! ” 

“A knight! with our crest on his helmet!” 

“And no brains underneath it, or he would never have 
had them knocked out for so bloody a villain! ” 

“ A rasca!ly, drudging, money-making printer ! ” 

“The wise and glorious introducer of the art that has 
enlightened a world. Prefer, for an ancestor, to one whom 
scholar and sage never name but in homage, a worthless, 
obscure, jolter-headed booby in mail, whose only record to 
men is a brass plate in a church in a village ! ” 

My uncle turned round perfectly livid. “Enough, Sir! 
enough ! I am insulted sufficiently. I ought to have expected 
it. I wish you and your son a very good day.” 

My father stood aghast. The Captain was hobbling oflf to 
the iron gate; in another moment he would have been out 
of our precincts. I ran up and hong upon him. “Uncle, 
it is all my fault. Between you and me, I am quite of your 
side; pray, forgive us both. What could I have been think- 
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ing of, to YOx you so ! And my father, whom your visit has 
made so happy!” 

My uncle paused, feeling for the latch of the gate. My 
father had now come up, and caught his hand. “What are 
all the printers that ever lived, and all the books they ever 
printed, to one wrong to thy fine heart, brother Roland? 
Shame on mel A bookman’s weak point, you know! It is 
very true, I should never have taught the boy one thing to 
give you pain, brother Roland; — though I don’t remember,” 
continued my father, with a perplexed look, “that I ever did 
teach it him either! Pisistratus, as you value my blessing, 
respect, as your ancestor. Sir William de Caxton, the hero 
of Bosworth. Come , come , brother ! ” 

“I am an old fool,” said Uncle Roland, “whichever way 
we look at it. Ah, you young dog! you are laughing at us 
both!” 

“I have ordered breakfast on the lawn,” said my mother, 
coming out from the porch , with her cheerful smile on her 
lips ; “ and I think the devil will be done to your liking to-day, 
brother Roland.” 

“We have had enough of the devil already, my love,” said 
my father, wiping his forehead. 

So, while the birds sang overhead, or hopped familiarly 
across the sward for the crumbs thrown forth to them , while 
the sun was still cool in the east, and the leaves yet rustled 
with the sweet air of morning, we all sate down to our table, 
with hearts as reconciled to each other, and as peaceably 
disposed to thank God for the fair world around us, as if the 
river had never run red through the field of Bosworth, and 
that excellent Mr. Caxton had never set all mankind by the 
ears with an irritating invention, a thousand times more pro- 
vocative of our combative tendencies than the blast of the 
trumpet and the gleam of the banner! 
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CHAPTER V. 

“Brother,” sfud Mr. Caxton, “I will walk with you to 
the Roman encampment.” 

The Captain felt that this proposal was meant as the great- 
est peace-offering my father could think of; for, 1st, it was a 
very long walk, and my father detested long walks; 2dly, it 
was the sacrifice of a whole day’s labour at the Great Work. 
And yet, with that quick sensibility, which only the generous 
possess. Uncle Roland accepted at once the proposaL If he 
had not done so, my father would have had a heavier heart 
for a month to come. And how could the Great Work have 
got on while the author was every now and then disturbed by . 
a twinge of remorse? 

Half- an -hour after breakfast, the brothers set off arm 
in arm; and I followed, a little apart, admiring how steadily 
the old soldier got over the ground, in spite of the cork leg. 

It was pleasant enough to listen to their conversation, and 
notice the contrasts between these two eccentric stamps from 
Dame Nature’s ever- variable mould, — Nature who casts 
nothing in stereotype, for Ido believe that not even two fleas 
can be found identically the same. 

My father was not a quick or minute observer of rural 
beauties. He had so little of the organ of locality, that I 
suspect he could have lost his way in his own garden; But the 
Captain was exquisitely alive to external impressions — not a 
feature in the landscape escaped him. At every fantastic 
gnarled pollard he halted to gaze; his eye followed the lark 
soaring up from his feet; when a fresher air came from the 
hill-top, his nostrils dilated, as if voluptuously to inhale its 
delight. My father, with all his learning, and though his 
study had been in the stores of all language, was very rarely 
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eloquent. The Captain had a glow and a passion in his words 
which, what with his deep, tremulous voice, and animated 
gestures, gave something poetic to half of what he uttered. 
In every sentence of Roland’s , in every tone of his voice, and 
every play of his face, there was some outbreak of pride ; but, 
unless you set him on his hobby of that great ancestor the 
printer, my father had not as much pride as a homoeopathlst 
could have put into a globule. He was not proud even of not 
being proud. Chafe all his feathers, and still you could rouse 
but the dove. My fathtA* was slow and mild, my uncle quick 
and fiery ; my father reasoned, ray uncle imagined ; my father 
was very seldom wrong, my uncle never quite in the right; 
but, as my father once said of him, “Roland beats about the 
bush till he sends out the very bird that we went to search for. 
He is never in the wrong without suggesting to us what is the 
right.” All in my uncle was stem, rough, and angular; all 
in my father was sweet, polished, and rounded into a natural 
grace. My uncle’s character cast out a multiplicity of shadows 
like a Gothic pile In a northern sky. My father stood serene 
in the light like a Greek temple at mid-day in a southern clime. 
Their persons corresponded with their natures. My uncle’s 
high aquiline features, bronzed hue, rapid fire of eye, and 
upper lip that always quivered, were a notable contrast to 
my father’s delicate profile, quiet, abstracted gaze, and the 
steady sweetness that rested on his musing smile. Roland’s 
forehead was singularly high, and rose to a peak in the summit 
where phrenologists place the organ of veneration, but it was 
narrow , and deeply furrowed. Augustine’s might be as 
high, but then soft, silky hair waved carelessly over it — 
concealing its height, but ned; its vast breadth — on which 
not a wrinkle was visible. And yet, withal, there was a great 
family likeness between the two brothers. When some softer 
sentiment subdued him, Roland caught the very look of 
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Augnstine; when some high emotion animated my father, you 
might have taken him for Roland. I have often thought since, 
in the greater experience of mankind which life has afforded 
me, that if, in early years, their destinies had been ex- 
changed — if Roland had taken to literature, and my father 
had been forced into action — that, strange as it may seem, 
each would have had greater worldly success. For Roland’s 
passion and energy would have given immediate and forcible 
effect to study ; he might have been a historian or a poet. It 
is not study alone that produces a writer; it is intensity. In 
the mind, as in yonder chimney, to make the fire burn hot 
and quick, you must narrow the draught. Whereas, had 
my father been forced into the practical world, his calm depth 
of comprehension, his clearness of reason, his general ac- 
curacy in such notions as ho once entertained and pondered 
over, joined to a temper that crosses and losses could never 
ruffle, an utter freedom from vanity and self-love, from 
prejudice and passion, might have made him a very wise and 
enlightened counsellor in the great affairs of life — a lawyer, 
a diplomatist, a statesman, for what I know, even a great 
general — if his tender humanity had not stood in the way 
of his military mathematics. 

But, as it was — with his slow pulse never stimulated by 
action, and too little stirred by even scholarly ambition — my 
father’s mind went on widening and widening, till the circle 
was lost in the great ocean of contemplation; and Roland’s 
passionate energy, fretted into fever by every let and hin- 
drance, in the struggle with his kind — and narrowed more and 
more as it was curbed in the channels of active discipline and 
duty — missed its due career altogether; and, what might 
have been the poet, contracted into the humourist. 

Yet, who that had over known ye, could have wished 
you other than ye were — ye guileless , affectionate , honest, 
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simple creatures? simple both, in spite of all the learning of 
the one, all the prejudices, whims, irritabilities, and crotchets 
of the other? There you are both seated on the height 
of the old Roman camp, with a volume of the Stratagems 
ofPolymnus, (or is it Frontinus?) open on my father’s lap; 
the sheep grazing in the furrows of the circumvallations ; the 
curious steer gazing at you where it halts in the space whence 
the Roman cohorts glittered forth. And your boy biographer 
standing behind you with folded arms; and, as the scholar 
read or the soldier pointed his cane to each fancied post 
in the war, filling up the pastoral landscape with the eagles 
of Agricola and the scythed cars of Boadiceal 


CHAPTER VI. 

“It is never the same two hours together in this country,” 
said my Uncle Roland, as, after dinner, or rather after 
dessert, we joined my mother in the drawing-room. 

Indeed, a cold drizzling rain had come on within the last 
two hours; and, though it was July, it was as chilly as if it 
had been October. My mother whispered to me, and I went 
out: in ten minutes more, the logs (for we lived in a wooded 
country) blazed merrily in the grate. Why could not my 
mother have rung the bell, and ordered the servant to light 
a fire? My dear reader. Captain Roland was poor, and ho 
made a capital virtue of economy 1 

The two brothers drew their chairs near to the hearth ; my 
father at the left, my uncle at the right; and I and my mother 
sat down to “Fox and geese.” 

CoflTee came in — one cup for the Captain — for the rest of 
the party avoided that exciting beverage. And on that cup 
was a picture of — His Grace the Duke of Wellington ! 
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During our visit to the Roman camp, my mother had 
borrowed Mr. Squills’s chaise, and driven over to our market 
town, for the express purpose of greeting the Captain’s eyes 
with the face of his old chief. 

My uncle changed colour, rose, lifted my mother’s hand 
to his lips, and sate himself down again in silence. 

“I have heard,” said the Captain, after a pause, “that 
the Marquis of Hastings, who is every inch a soldier and a 
gentleman — and that is saying not a little, for he measures 
seventy-five inches from the crown to the sole — when he 
received Louis XVHI. (then an exile) at Donnington , fitted 
up his apartments exactly like those his majesty had occupied 
at the Tuilleries — it was a kingly attention, (my Lord 
Hastings, you know, is sprung from the Plantagenets ) — a 
kingly attention to a king. It cost some money and made 
some noise. A woman can show the same royal delicacy 
of heart in this bit of porcelain, and so quietly, that we men 
all think it a matter of course, brother Austin.” 

“You are such a worshipper of women, Roland, that it 
is melancholy to see you single. You must marry again ! ” 

My uncle first smiled, then frowned, and lastly sighed 
somewhat heavily. 

“Your time will pass slowly in your old tower., poor 
brother,” continued my father, “with only your little girl 
for a companion.” 

“And the pastl” said my uncle; “the past, that mighty 
world — ” 

“Do you still read your old books of chivalry, Froissart 
and the Chronicles, Palmerin of England and Amadis of 
Gaul?” 

“Why,” said my uncle, reddening, “I have tried to im- 
prove myself with studies a little more substantial. And ” (he 
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added with a sly smile) “there will be your great book for 
many a long winter to come.” 

“Uml” said my father, bashfully. 

“Do you know,” quoth my uncle, “that Dame Primmins 
is a very intelligent woman ; full of fancy, and a capital story- 
teUer?” 

“Is not she, uncle!” cried I, leaving my fox in a corner. 
“Oh, if you could have heard her tell me the tale of King 
Arthur and the Enchanted Lake, or the Grim .White 
Woman!” 

“I have already heard her tell both ,” said my uncle. 

“The deuce you have, brother! My dear, wo must look 
to this. These captains are dangerous gentlemen in an orderly 
household. Pray, where could you have had the opportunity 
of such private communications with Mrs. Primmins? ” 

“Once,” said my uncle, readily, “when I went into her 
room, while she mended my stock ; and once — ” he stopped 
short, and looked down. 

“Once when? out with it.” 

“When she was warming my bed,” said my uncle, in a 
half whisper. 

“Dear!” said my mother, innocently, “that’s how the 
sheets came by that bad hole in the middle. I thought it was 
the warming-pan.” 

*T am quite shocked 1 ” faltered my uncle. 

“You well may be,” said my father. “ A woman who has 
been heretofore above all suspicion! But come,” he said, 
seeing that my uncle looked sad, and was no doubt casting up 
the probable price of twice six yards of Holland; “but come, 
you were always a famous rhapsodist or tale-teller yourself. 
Come, Roland, let us have some story of your own; some- 
thing your experience has left strong in your impressions.” 

“ Let us first have the candles ,” said my mother. 
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The candles were brought, the curtains let down — we all 
drew our chairs to the hearth. But, in the interval, my uncle 
had sunk into a gloomy reverie; and, when we called upon' 
him to begin, he seemed to shake off with effort some recol- 
lections of pain. 

“You ask me,” he said, “to tell you some tale which my 
own experience has left deeply marked in my impressions — I 
will tell you one apart from my own life, but which has often 
haunted me. It Is sad and strange , Ma’am.” 

“Ma’am, brother?" saidmy mother reproachfully, letting 
her small hand drop upon that which, large and sunburnt, the 
Captain waved towards her as he spoke. 

“Austin, you have married an angel 1” said my uncle; 
and he was, I believe, the only brother-in-law who ever made 
so hazardous an assertion. 


CHAPTER Vn. 

My uacle Rolaod’s tale. 

“It was in Spmn, no matter where or how, that it was my 
fortune to take prisoner a French ofQcer of the same rank that 
I then held — a lieutenant: and there was so much similarity 
in our sentiments, that we became intimate friends — the most 
intimate friend I ever had, sister, out of this dear circle. He 
was a rough soldier, whom the world had not well treated ; 
but he never railed at the world, and maintained that he had 
had his deserts. Honour was his idol, and the sense of ho- 
nour paid him for the loss of all else. 

“ We were both at that time volunteers in a foreign service 
— in that worst of service, civil war, — he on one side, I on 
the other, — both , perhaps disappointed in the cause we had 
severally espoused. 
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“There was something similar, too, in our domestic rcla- ' 
tionships. He had a son — a boy — who was all in life to him, 
next to his country and his duty. I, too, had then such a 
son though of fewer years.” (The Captain paused an instant: 
we exchanged glances, and a stifling sensation of pain and 
suspense was felt by all his listeners.) “ We were accustomed, 
brother, to talk of these children — to picture their future, 
to compare our hopes and dreams. We hoped and dreamed 
alike. A short time sufficed to establish this confidence. My 
prisoner was sent to headquarters, and soon afterwards ex- 
changed. 

“ We met no more till last year. Being then at Paris, I in- 
quired for my old friend, and learned that he was living at 
R — , a few miles from the capital. I went to visit him. I 
found his house empty and deserted. That very day he had 
been led to prison , charged with a terrible crime. I saw him 
in that prison, and from his own lips learned his story. His 
son had been brought up , as he fondly believed, in the habits 
and principles of honourable men; and, having finished his 
education, came to reside with him at R — . The young man 
was accustomed to go frequently to Paris. A young French- 
man loves pleasure, sister, and pleasure is found at Paris. 
The father thought it natural , and stripped his age of some 
comforts to supply luxuries to the son’s youth. 

“Shortly after the young man’s arrival, my friend per- 
ceived that he was robbed. Moneys kept in his bureau were 
abstracted he knew not how, nor could guess by whom. It 
must be done in the night. He concealed himself, and 
watched. He saw a stealthy figure glide in, he saw a false 
key applied to the lock — he started forward, seized the felon, 
and recognised his son. What should the father have done? 

I do not ask you, sister 1 I ask these men; son and father, I 
ask you.” 
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“Expelled him the house,” cried I. 

“Done his duty, and reformed the unhappy wretch,” said 
my father. *^Nemo repente turputimua semper Juit — No man 
is wholly bad all at once.” 

“ The father did as you would have advised, brother. He 
kept the youth ; he remonstrated with him ; he did more — he 
gave him the key of the bureau. ‘Take what I have to give,’ 
said he: ‘I would rather be a beggar than know my son a 
thief.’” 

“Right: and the youth repented, and became a good 
man?” exclaimed my father. 

Captain Roland shook his head. “ The youth promised 
amendment, and seemed penitent. He spoke of the tempta< 
tions of Paris, the gaming-table, and what not. He gave up 
his daily visits to the capital. He seemed to apply to study. 
Shortly after this, the neighbourhood was alarmed by repmrts 
of night robberies on the road. Men, masked and armed, 
plundered travellers , and even broke into houses. 

“ The police were on the alert. One night an old brother 
officer knocked at my friend’s door. It was late : the veteran 
(he was a cripple, by the way, like myself — strange coinci- 
dence ! ) was in bed. He came down in haste , when his ser- 
vant woke , and told him that his old friend , wounded and 
bleeding, sought an asylum under his roof. The wound, 
however, was slight. The guest had been attacked and robbed 
on the road. The next morning the proper authority of the 
town was sent for. The plundered man described his loss — 
some billets of five hundred francs in a pocket-book, on which 
was embroidered his name and coronet (he was a vicomte). 
The guest stayed to dinner. Late in the forenoon the son 
looked in. The guest started to see him: my friend noticed 
his paleness. Shortly after, on pretence of faintness, the 
guest retired to his room, and sent for his host. ‘My friend,’ 
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said he, *can you do me a favoar? go to the magistrate, and 
recall the evidence I have given.’ 

“‘Impossible,’ said the host. ‘ What crotchet is this? ’ 
“The guest shuddered. '■Peste!' said he: ‘I do not wish 
in my old age to be hard on others. Who knows how the 
robber may have been tempted, and who knows what relations 
he may have — honest men, whom his crime would degrade 
for ever! Good heavens! if detected, it is the galleys, the 
galleys ! ’ 

‘“And what then? — the robber knew what he braved.’ 
“‘But did his father know it?’ cried the guest. 

“A light broke upon my unhappy comrade in aras : he 
caught his friend by the hand — ‘You turned pale at my son’s 
sight — where did you ever see him before ? Speak ! ’ 

“‘Last night, on the road to Paris. The mask slipped 
aside. Call back my evidence ! ’ 

‘“You are mistaken,’ said my friend calmly. ‘I saw my 
son in his bed , and blessed him , before I went to my own.’ 
“‘I will believe you,’ said the guest; ‘and never shall my 
hasty suspicion pass my lips — but call back the evidence.’ 
“The guest returned to Paris before dusk. The father 
conversed with his son on the subject of his studies; he 
followed him to his room, waited till he was in bed, and was 
then about to retire, when the youth said, ‘Father, you have 
forgotten your blessing.’ 

“ The father went back , laid his hand on the boy’s head, 
and prayed. He was credulous — fathers are so ! He was 
persuaded that his friend had been deceived. He retired to 
rest, and fell asleep. He woke suddenly in the middle of the 
night, and felt (I here quote his words) — ‘I felt,’ said he, 
‘as if a voice had awakened me — a voice that said ‘Rise and 
search.’ I rose at once, struck a light, and went to my son’s 
room. The door was locked. I knocked once, twice, thrice 
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— no answer. I dared not call aloud, lest I should rouse the 
servants. I went down the stairs — I opened the back-door — 
I passed to the stables. My own horse was there, not my 
son’s. My horse neighed : it was old, like myself — illy old 
charger at Mount St. Jean! I stole back, I crept into the 
shadow of the wall by my son’s door, and extinguished my 
light. I felt as if I were a thief myself.’ ” 

“Brother,” interrupted my mother under her breath; 
“speak in your own words, not in this wretched father’s. I 
know not why, but it would shock me less.” 

The Captain nodded. 

“Before day break, my friend heard the back-door open 
gently ; a foot ascended the stair — a key grated in the door 
of the room close at hand — the father glided through the 
dark into that chamber, behind his unseen son. 

“He heard the clink of the tinder box; a light was struck; 
it spread over the room, but he had time to place himself 
behind the window curtain which was close at hand. The 
figure before him stood a moment or so motionless, and 
seemed to listen, for it turned to the right, to the left, its 
visage covered with the black hideous mask which is worn in 
carnivals. Slowly the mask was removed; could that be his 
son’s face? the son of a brave man? — it was pale and ghastly 
with scoundrel fears ; the base drops stood on the brow ; the 
eye was haggard and bloodshot. He looked as a coward looks 
when death stands before him. 

“The youth walked, or rather sculked to the secretaire, 
unlocked it, opened a secret drawer; placed within it the 
contents of his pockets and his frightful mask ; the father 
approached softly, looked over his shoulder, and saw in the 
drawer the pocket-book embroidered with his friend’s name. 
Meanwhile, the son took out his pistols, uncocked them 
cautiously, and was about also to secrete them, when his 
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father arrested his arm. ‘Robber, the use of these is yet to 
come.’ 

“The son’s knees knocked together, an exclamation for 
mercy burst from his lips ; but when, recovering the mere 
shock of his dastard nerves, he perceived it was not the gripe 
of some hireling of the law, but a father’s hand that had 
clutched his arm, the vile audacity which knows fear only 
from a bodily cause, none from the awe of shame, returned 
to him. 

“‘Tush, S»,’ he said, ‘waste not time in reproaches, for, 
1 fear, the gens-d’armes are on my track. It is well that you 
are here ; you can swear that I have spent the night at home. 
Unhand me, old man — I have these witnesses still to secrete,’ 
and he pointed to the garments wet and dabbled with the mud 
of the roads. He had scarcely spoken when the walls shook, 
there was the heavy clatter of hoofs on the ringing pavement 
without. 

“‘They come!’ cried the son. ‘Off dotard! save your son 
from the galleys.’ 

“‘The galleys, the galleys!’ said the father, staggering 
back; ‘it is true’ — he said, ‘the galleys.” 

“There was a loud knocking at the gate. The gens- 
d’armes surrounded the house. ‘ Open In the name of the 
law.’ No answer came, no door was opened. Some of the 
gens-d’armes rode to the rear of the house, in which was 
placed the stable-yard. From the window of the son’s room, 
the father saw the sudden blaze of torches, the shadow}' forms 
of the men-hunters. He beard the clatter of arms as they 
swung themselves from their horses. He heard a voice cry 
‘Yes, this is the robber’s gray horse — see, it still reeks with 
sweat!’ And behind and in front, at either door, again came 
the knocking, and again the shout, ‘Open in the name of 
the law.’ 

The Caxtons. I. 7 
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“Then lights began to gleam from the casements of the 
neighbouring houses; then the space filled rapidly -with 
curious wonderers startled from their sleep; the world was 
astir, and the crowd came round to know what crime or what 
sh&me had entered the old soldier’s home. 

“Suddenly, within, there was heard the report of a 
firearm; and a minute or so afterwards the front door was 
opened, and the soldier appeared. 

“‘Enter,’ he said, to the gens-d’armes : ‘what would 
you?’ 

“‘We seek a robber who is within your walls.’ 

“‘I know it, mount and find him : I will lead the way.’ 

“He ascended the stairs, he threw open his son’s room; 
the officers of justice poured in, and on the floor lay the 
robber’s corpse. 

“They looked at each other in amazement. ‘Take what 
is left you ,’ said the father. ‘ Take the dead man rescued 
from the galleys, take the living man on whose hands rests the 
dead man’s blood! ’ 

“ I was present at my friend’s trial. The facts had become 
known beforehand. He stood there with his gray hair, and 
his mutilated limbs, and the deep scar on his visage, and the 
cross of the legion of honour on his breast; and when he had 
told his tale, he ended with these words — ‘I have saved the 
son whom I reared for France , from a doom that spared the 
life to brand it with disgrace. Is this a crime? I give you my 
life in exchange for my son’s disgrace. Does my country need 
a victim? I have lived for my country’s glory, and I can die 
contented to satisfy its laws ; sure that if you blame me , you 
will not despise ; sure that the hands that give me to the 
headsman will scatter flowers'over my grave. Thus I confess 
all. I, a soldier, look round amongst a nation of soldiers; 
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and In the name of the star which glitters on my breast, I dare 
the fathers of France to condemn me! ’ 

“ They acquitted the soldier, at least they gave a verdict 
answering to what in our courts is called ‘justifiable homicide.’ 
A shout rose in the court, which no ceremonial voice eould 
still; the crowd would have borne him in triumph to his house, 
but his look repelled such vanities. To his house he returned 
indeed , and the day afterwards they found him dead , beside 
the cradle in which his first prayer had been breathed over 
his sinless child. Now, father and son, I ask you, do you 
condemn that man? ” 


CHAPTER Vm. 

My father took three strides up and down the room, and 
then, halting on his hearth, and facing his brother, he thus 
spoke — “I condemn his deed, Roland! At best he was but 
a haughty egotist. I understand why Brutus should slay his 
sons. By that sacrifice he saved his country! What did this 
poor dupe of an exaggeration save? nothing but his own 
name. He could not lift 'the crime from his son’s soul, nor 
the dishonour from his son’s memory. He could but gratify 
his own vain pride, and. Insensibly to himself, his act was 
whispered to him by the fiend that ever whispers to the heart 
of man, ‘Dread men’s opinions more than God’s law!’ Oh, 
my dear brother, what minds like yours should guard against 
the most is not the meanness of evil — it is the evil that takes 
false nobility, by garbing itself In the royal magnificence of 
good.” My uncle walked to the window, opened it, looked 
out a moment, as if to draw in fresh air, closed it gently, and 
came back again to his seat; but during the short time the 
window had been left open, a moth flew in. 

7 * 
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“Tales like these,” renewed my father, pityingly — 
“whether told by some great tragedian or in thy simple style, 
my brother, — tales like these have their uses : they penetrate 
the heart to make it wiser; but all wisdom is meek, my Ro- 
land. They invite us to put the question to ourselves that 
thou hast asked — ‘Can we condemn this man?’ and reason 
answers, as I have answered — ‘We pity the man, we condemn 
the deed.’ We — take care, my love I that moth will be 
in the candle. We — whish! — whishl'^ — and my father 
stopped to drive away the moth. My uncle turned, and 
taking his handkerchief from the lower part of his face, on 
which he had wished to conceal the workings, he flapped away 
the moth from the flame. My mother moved the candles from 
the moth. I tried to catch the moth in my father’s straw-hat. 
The deuce was in the moth, it baffled us all; now circling 
against the ceiling, now swooping down at the fatal lights. As 
if by a simultaneous impulse, my father approached one 
candle, my uncle approached the other; and just as the moth 
was wheeling round and round, irresolute which to choose for 
its funeral pyre, both were put out. The fire had burned 
down low in the grate, and in the sudden dimness my father’s 
soft sweet voice came’ forth as if from an invisible being: — 
“We leave ourselves in the dark to save a moth from the 
flame, brother 1 shall we do less for our fellow-men? Ex- 
tinguish, oh! humanely extinguish the light of our reason, 
when the darkness more favours our mercy.” Before the 
lights were relit, my uncle had left the room. His brother 
followed him ; my mother and I drew near to each "other and 
talked in whispers. 
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CHAPTER I. 

1 WAS always an early riser. Happy the man who is! 
Every morning , day comes to him with a virgin’s love , full of 
bloom, and purity, and freshness. The youth of nature is 
contagious, like the gladness of a happy child. I doubt if any 
man can be called ‘old’ so long as he is an early riser, and an 
early walker. And oh , youth ! — take my word of it, — youth 
in dressing-gown and slippers, dawdling over breakfast at 
noon, is a very decrepit ghastly image of that youth which 
sees the sun blush over the mountains, and the dews sparkle 
upon blossoming hedgerows. 

Passing by my father’s study, I was surprised to see the 
windows unclosed — surprised more, on looking in, to see 
him bending over his books — for I had never before known 
him study till after the morning meal. Students are not usually 
early risers, for students, alas! whatever their age, are 
rarely young. Yes ; the Great Book must be getting on in 
serious earnest. It was no longer dalliance with learning: 
this was work. 

I passed through the gates into the road. A few of the 
cottages were giving signs of returning life ; but it was not yet 
the hour for labour, and no “Good morning. Sir,” greeted 
me on the road: Suddenly at a turn, which an overhanging 

beech-tree had before concealed, I came full upon my Uncle 
Roland. 
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“What I you, Sir? So early? Hark, the clock is striking 
fivel” 

“Not later! I have walked well for a lame man. It must 
be more than four miles to — and back.” 

“You have been to — : not on business? No soul would 
be up.” 

“Yes , at inns there is always some one up. Ostlers never 
sleep! I have been to order my humble chaise and pair. 
I leave you to-day, nephew.” 

“Ah, uncle, we have offended you. It was ray folly — 
that cursed print — ” 

“Pooh!” said my uncle, quickly. “Offended me, boy! 
I defy you I ” and he pressed my hand roughly. 

“Yet this sudden determination ! It was but yesterday, at 
the Roman Camp, that you planned an excursion with my 
father to C — Castle.” 

“Never depend upon a whimsical man. I must be in Lon- 
don to-night.” 

“And return to-morrow ?” 

“I know not when,” said my uncle, gloonuly; and he was 
silent for some moments. At length, leaning Jess lightly on 
my arm, he continued — “Young man, you have pleased me. 
I love that open saucy brow of yours, on which nature has 
written ‘Trust me.’ I love those clear eyes that look man 
manfully in the face. I must know more of you — much of you. 
You must come and see me some day or other in your an- 
cestor’s ruined keep.” 

“Cornel that I will. And you shall show me the old 
tower — ” 

“And the traces of the outworks;” cried my uncle , flou- 
rishing his stick. 

“ And the pedigree — ” 
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“Ay, and your great-great-grandfather’s armour, which 
he wore at Marston Moor — ” 

“Yes, and the brass plate in the church, uncle.” 

“ The deuce is in the boy ! Come here — come here ; I ’ve 
three minds to break your head, Sirl ” 

“It is a pity somebody had not broken the rascally printer’s, 
before he had the impudence to disgrace us by having a 
family, uncle.” 

Captain Roland tried hard to frown, but he could not. 
“Pshaw!” said he, stopping, and taking snuff. “The world 
of the dead is wide; why should the ghosts jostle us?” 

“We can never escape the ghosts, uncle. They haunt us 
always. We cannot think or act, but the soul of some man, 
who has lived before, points the way. , The dead never die, 
especially since — ” 

“Since what, boy? you speak well.” 

“Since our great ancestor introduced printing,” said I, 
majestically. 

My uncle whistled “ Malhrook $’en va~t-en guerre.'' 

I had not the heart to plague him further. 

“ Peace 1” said I, creeping cautiously within the circle of 
the stick. 

“No! I forewarn you — ” 

“Peace I and describe to me my little cousin, your pretty 
daughter — for pretty I am sui:e she is.” 

“Peace,” said my uncle, smiling. “But you must come 
and judge for yourself.” 


CHAPTER II. 

Uncle Roland was gone. Before he went, he was closeted 
for an hour with my father, who then accompanied him to the 
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gate; and we all crowded round him as he stepped into his 
chaise. When the Captain was gone, I tried to sound my 
iather as to the cause of so sudden a departure. But my father 
was impenetrable in all that related to his brother’s secrets. 
AVhether or not the Captain had ever confided to him the cause 
of his displeasure with his son, — a mystery which much 
haunted me ,. — my father was mute on that score , both to my 
mother and myself. For two or three days, however, Mr. 
Caxton was evidently unsettled. He did not even take to his 
Great Work; but walked much alone, or accompanied only 
by the duck , and without even a book in bis hand. But by 
degrees the scholarly habits returned to him; my mother 
mended his pens, and the work went on. 

For my part, left much to myself, especially in the morn- 
ings, I began to muse restlessly over the future. Ungrateful 
that I was , the happiness of home ceased to content me. I 
heard afar the roar of the great world, and roved impatient by 
the shore. 

At length, one evening, my father, with some modest 
hums and ha’s , and an unaffected blush on his fair forehead, 
gratified a prayer frequently urged on him , and read me some 
portions of the Great Work. I cannot express the feelings 
this lecture created — they were something akin to awe. For 
the design of this book was so immense — and towards its exe- 
cution , a learning so vast and various had administered — that 
it seemed to me as if a spirit had opened to me a new world, 
which had always been before my feet, but which my own 
human blindness had hitherto concealed from me. The un- 
speakable patience with which all these materials had been 
collected year after year — the ease with which now , by the 
calm power of genius, they seemed of themselves to fall into 
harmony and system — the unconscious humility with which 
the scholar exposed the stores of a laborious life; — all com- 
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bined to rebuke my own restlessness and ambition, while they 
filled me with a pride in my father, which saved ray wounded . 
epfotism from a pang. Here, indeed, was one of those books 
which embrace an existence ; like the Dictionary of Bayle, or 
the History of Gibbon, or the Fasti Hellenici of Clinton, — 
it was a book to which thousands of bobks had contributed, 
only to make the originality of the single mind more bold and 
clear. Into the furnace all vessels of gold, of all ages,- had 
been cast, but from the mould came the new coin, with its 
single stamp. And happily, the subject of the work did not 
forbid to the writer the indulgence of his naive , peculiar irony 
of humour — so quiet, yet so profound. My father’s book was 
the “History of Human Error.” It was, therefore, the moral 
history of mankind, told with truth and earnestness , yet with 
an arch unmalignant smile. Sometimes, indeed, the smile 
drew tears. But in all true humour lies its germ, pathos. 
Oh! by the goddess Moria or Folly, but he was at home in his 
theme! He viewed man first in the savage state, preferring 
in this the positive accounts of voyagers and travellers , to the 
vague myths of antiquity, and the dreams of speculators on 
our pristine state. From Australia and Abyssinia, he drew 
pictures of mortality unadorned, as lively as if he had lived 
amongst Bushmen and savages all his life. Then he crossed 
over the Atlantic, and brought before you the American 
Indian, with his noble nature, struggling into the dawn of 
civilisation, when friend Penn cheated him out of his birth- 
right, and the Anglo-Saxon drove him back into darkness. 
He showed both analogy and contrast between this specimen 
of our kind, and others equally apart from the extremes of the 
savage state and the cultured. The Arab in his tent, the 
Teuton in his forests, the Greenlander in his boat, the Fin in 
his rein-deer car. Up sprang the rude gods of the north , and 
the resuscitated Druidism, passing from its earliest templeless 
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belief into the later corruptions of crommell and idol. Up 
. sprang, by their side, the Saturn of the Phoenicians, the 
mystic Budh of India, the elementary deities of the Pelasgian. 
the Naith and Serapis of Egypt, the Ormuzd of Persia, the 
Bel of Babylon, the winged genii of the graceful Etruria. 
How nature and life shaped the religion; how the religion 
shaped the manners; how, and by what influences, some 
tribes were formed for progress ; how others were destined to 
remain stationary, or be swallowed up in war and slavery by 
their brethren , was told with a precision clear and strong as 
the voice of Fate. Not only an antiquarian and philologist, 
but an anatomist and philosopher — my father brought to bear 
on all these grave points, the various speculations involved in 
the distinctions of race. He showed how race in perfection is 
produced, up to a certain point, by admixture : how all mixed 
races have been the most intelligent — how, in proportion as 
local circumstance and religious faith permitted the early 
fusion of differing tribes , races improved and quickened into 
the refinements of civilisation. He tracked the progress and 
dispersion of the Hellenes, from their mythical cradle in 
Thessaly; and showed how those who settled near the sea- 
shores, and were compelled into commerce and intercourse 
with strangers , gave to Greece her marvellous accomplish- 
ments in arts and letters — the flowers of the ancient world. 
How others , like the Spartans , dwelling evermore in a camp, 
on guard against their neighbours, and rigidly preserving 
their Dorian purity of extraction, contributed neither artists, 
nor poets, nor philosophers to the golden treasure-house of 
mind. He took the old race of the Celts, Cimry, or .Cimme- 
rians. He compared the Celt who, as in Wales, the Scotch 
Highlands, in Bretagne, and in uncomprehended Ireland, 
retains his old characteristics and purity of breed, with the 
Celt whose blood, mixed by a thousand channels, dictates 
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from Paris the manners and revolutions of the world. He 
compared the Norman in his ancient Scandinavian home, with * 
that wonder of intelligence- and chivalry which he became, 
fused imperceptibly with the Frank, the Goth, and the Anglo- 
Saxon. He compared .the Saxon , stationary in the land of 
Horsa, with the colonist and civiliser of the globe, as he 
becomes, when he knows not through what channels — French, 
Flemish, Danish, Welch, Scotch, and Irish — he draws his 
sanguine blood. And out from all these speculations, to 
which I do such hurried and scanty justice, he drew the blessed 
truth, that carries hope to the land of the Caffre, the hut of 
the Bushman — that there is nothing in the flattened skull and 
the ebon aspect that rejects God’s law, improvement; that by 
the same principle which raises the dog, the lowest of the 
animals in its savage state, to the highest after man, — viz. 
admixture of race — you can elevate into nations of majesty 
and power the outcasts of humanity , now your compassion or 
your scorn. But when my father got into the marrow of his 
theme — when, quitting these preliminary discussions, he 
fell pounce amongst the would-be wisdom of the wise; when 
he dealt with civilisation itself, its schools , and porticos , and 
academies ; when he bared the absurdities couched beneath 
the colleges of the Egyptians, and the Symposia of the 
Greeks ; — when he showed that, even in their own favourite 
pursuit of metaphysics, the Greeks were children; and in their 
own more practical region of politics, the Romans were visio- 
naries and bunglers; — when, following the stream of error 
through the middle ages, he quoted the puerilities of Agrippa, 
the crudities of Cardan ; and passed, with his calm smile, into 
the salons of the chattering wits of Paris in the eighteenth cen- 
tury, oh, then his irony was that of Lucian, sweetened by 
the gentle spirit of Erasmus. For not even here was my 
father’s satire of the cheerless and Mephistophelian school. 
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From this record of error he drew forth the grand eras of truth. 
He showed how earnest men never think in vain , though their 
thoughts may be errors. He proved how, in vast cycles, age 
after age, the human mind marches on — like the ocean, re- 
ceding here, but there advancing. How from the speculations 
of the Greek sprang all true philosophy; how from the institu- 
tions of the Roman rose all durable systems of government ; 
how from the robust follies of the North came the glory of 
chivalry, and the modem delicacies of honour, and the sweet 
harmonising influences of woman. He tracked the ancestry of 
our Sidneys and Bayards from the Hengists , Genserics , and 
Attilas. Full of all curious and quaint anecdote — of original 
illustration — of those niceties of learning which spring from a 
taste cultivated to the last exquisite polish — the book amused, 
and allured, and charmed; and erudition lost its pedantry 
now in the simplicity of Montaigne, now in the penetration of 
LaBruyfere. He lived in each time of which he wrote, and 
the time lived again in him. Ah , what a writer of romances 
he would have been, if — if what? If he had had as sad an 
experience of men’s passions , as he had the happy intuition 
into their humours. But he who would see the mirror of the 
shore, must look where it is cast on the river, not the ocean. 
The narrow stream reflects the gnarled tree , and the pausing 
herd, and the village spire, and the romance of the landscape. 
But the sea reflects only the vast outline of the headland, and 
the lights of the eternal heaven. 

CHAPTER III. 

“It is Lombard Street to a China orange,” quoth Uncle 
Jack. 

“Are the odds in favour of fame against failure so great? 
You do not speak, I fear, from experience, brother Jack,” 
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answered my father, as he stooped down to tickle the duck 
under the left ear. 

“But Jack Tibbets is not Augustine Caxton. Jack Tibbets 
is not a scholar, a genius, awond — ” 

“ Stop ,” cried my father. 

“After all,” said Mr. Squills, “though ^ am no flatterer, 
Mr. Tibbets is not so far out. That part of your book which 
compares the crania or skulls of the different races is superb. 
Lawrence or Dr. Prichard could not have done the thing more 
neatly. Such a book must not be lost to the world; and I 
agree with Mr. Tibbets that you should publish as soon as 
possible.” 

“It is one thing to write and another to publish,” said my 
father irresolutely. “When one considers ail the great men 
who have published; when one thinks one is going to intrude 
one’s self audaciously into the company of Aristotle and 
Bacon, of Locke, of Herder — of all the grave philosophers 
who bend over nature with brows weighty with thought — one 
may well pause , and — ” 

“Poohl” interrupted Uncle Jack ; “science is not a club, 
it is an ocean. It is open to the cockboat as the frigate. One 
man carries across it a freightage of Ingots, another may fish 
there for herrings. Who can exhaust the sea? who say to 
intellect, the deeps of philosophy are preoccupied?” 

“Admirable!” cried Squills. 

“So it is really your advice, my friends, said my father, 
who seemed struck by Uncle Jack’s eloquent illustration, 
“ that I should desert my household gods ; remove to London, 
since ray own library ceases to supply my wants ; take lodgings 
near the British Museum, and finish off* one volume, at least, 
incontinently.” 

‘It is a duty you owe to your country,” said Uncle Jack, 
solemnly. 
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“And to yourself,” urged Squills. “One must attend to 
the natural evacuations of the brain. Ah! you may smile, 
Sir ; but I have observed that if a man has much in his head, 
he must give it vent or it oppresses him; the whole system 
goes wrong. From being abstracted, he grows stupefied. 
The weight of the pressure affects the nerves. I would not 
even guarantee you from a stroke of paralysis.” 

“Oh, Austin!” cried my mother tenderly, and throwing 
her arms round my father’s neck. 

“Come, Sir, you are conquered,” said I. 

“And what is to become of you, Sisty?” asked my father. 
“Do you go with us, and unsettle your mind for the univer- 
sity?” 

“My uncle has invited me to his castle; and in the mean- 
while I will stay here, fag hard, and take care of the duck.” 

“All alone?” said my mother. 

“No. All alone! Why Uncle Jack will come here as 
often as ever, I hope ” 

Uncle Jack shook his head. 

“No, my boy — I must go to town with your father. You 
don’t understand these things. I shall see the booksellers for 
him. I know how these gentlemen are to be dealt with. I shall 
prepare the literary circles for the appearance of the book. 
In short, it is a sacrifice of interest I know. My Journal will 
suffer. But friendship and my country’s good before all 
things! ” 

“Dear Jack ! ” said my mother affectionately. 

“I cannot suffer it,” cried my father. “You are making 
a good income. You are doing well where you are; and as to 
seeing the booksellers — why, when the work is ready, you 
can come to town for a week, and settle that affair.” 

“Poor dear Austin,” said Uncle Jack, with an air of 
superiority and compassion. “A week! Sir, the advent of 
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a book that is to succeed requires the preparation of months. 
Pshaw! I am no genius, but I am a practical man. I know 
what ’s what. Leave me alone.” 

But my father continued obstinate, and Uncle Jack at last 
ceased to urge the matter. The journey to fame and London 
was now settled ; but my father would not hear of my staying 
behind. 

No; Fisistratus must needs go also to town and see the 
world; the duck would take care of itself. 


CHAPTER IV. 

We had taken the precaution to send, the day before, to 
secure our due complement of places — four in all (including 
one for Mrs. Frimmins) — in, or upon, the fast family coach 
called the Sun, which had lately been set up for the special 
convenience of the neighbourhood. 

This luminary, rising in a town about seven miles distant 
from us, described at first a very erratic orbit amidst the 
contiguous villages before it finally struck into the high-road 
of enlightenment, and thence performed its journey, in the 
full eyes of man, at the majestic pace of six miles and a half an 
hour. My father, with his pockets full of books, and a quarto 
of “Gebelin on the Frimitive World” for light reading under 
his arm; my mother, with a little basket, containing sand- 
wiches and biscuits of her own baking; Mrs. Frimmins, with 
a new umbrella, purchased for the occasion, and a bird-cage 
containing a canary, endeared to her not more by song than 
age, and a severe pip through which she had successfully 
nursed it — and I myself, waited at the gates to welcome the 
celestial visitor. The gardener, with a wheel-barrow full of 
boxes and portmanteaus , stood a little in the van ; and the 
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footman, who was to follow when lodgings had been found, 
had gone to a rising eminence to watch the dawning of the 
expected “Sun,” and apprise us of its approach by the con- 
certed signal of a handkerchief fixed to a stick. 

The quaint old house looked at us mournfully from all its 
deserted windows. The litter before its threshold, and in 
its open hall ; wisps of straw or hay that had been used for 
packing; baskets and boxes that had been examined and 
rejected; others, corded and piled, reserved to follow with 
the footman: and the two heated and hurried serving-women 
left behind standing half-way between house and garden-gate, 
whispering to each other, and looking as if they had not slept 
for weeks — gave to a scene, usually so trim and orderly, an 
aspect of pathetic abandonment and desolation. The genius 
of the place seemed to reproach us. I felt the omens were 
against os, and turned my earnest gaze from the haunts 
behind with a sigh, as the coach now drew up in all its 
grandeur. An important personage, who, despite the heat 
of the day, was enveloped in a vast superfluity of belcher, in 
the midst of which galloped a gilt fox, and who rejoiced in 
the name of “guard,” descended to inform us politely that 
only three places, two inside and one out, were at our dis- 
posal, the rest having been pre-engaged a fortnight before 
our orders wore received. 

Now, as I knew that Mrs. Fnmmins was indispensable to 
the comforts of my honoured parents, (the more so, as she had 
once lived in London, and knew all its ways,) I suggested that 
she should take the outside seat, and that I should perform the 
journey on foot — a primitive mode of transport which has its 
charms to a young man with stout limbs and gay spirits. The 
guard’s outstretched arm left my mother little time to oppose 
this proposition, to which my father assented with a silent 
squeeze of the hand. And, having promised to join them at 
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a family hotel near the Strand, to which Mr. Squills' had 
recommended them as peculiarly genteel and quiet, and waved 
my last farewell to my poor mother, who continued to stretch 
her meek face out of the window till the coach was whirled oiT 
in a cloud like one of the Homeric heroes, 1 ttimed within, to 
put up a few necessary articles in a small knapsack, which I 
remembered to have seen in the lumber*room, and which had 
appertained to my maternal grandfather; and with that on my 
shoulder, and a strong staff in my hand, I set off towards the 
great city at as brisk a pace as if I were only bound to the next 
village. Accordingly, about noon, 1 was both tired and 
hungry; and seeing by the wayside one of those pretty inns 
yet peculiar to England, but which, thanks to the railways, 
will soon be amongst the things before the Flood, I sate down 
at a table under some clipped limes, unbuckled my knapsack, 
and ordered my simple fare, with the dignity of one who, for 
the first time in his life, bespeaks his own dinner, and pays for 
it out of his own pocket. 

While engaged on a rasher of bacon and a tankard of what 
the landlord called “No mistake,” two pedestrians, passing 
the same road which I had traversed, paused, cast a simulta- 
neous look at my occupation, and, induced no doubt by its 
allurements, seated themselves under the same lime-trees, 
though at the farther end of the table. I surveyed the new- 
comers with the curiosity natural to my years. 

The elder of the two might have attained the age of 
thirty, though sundry deep lines, aqd hues formerly florid and 
now faded, speaking of fatigue, care, or dissipation, might 
have made him look somewhat older than he was. There was 
nothing very prepossessing in his appearance. He was dressed 
with a pretension ill suited to the costume appropriate to a 
foot-traveller. His coat was pinched and padded ; two enor- 
mous pins, connected by a chain, decorated a very stifi' stock 
The Caxlons. I. 8 
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of blue satin, dotted with yellow stars; his hands were cased 
in very dingy gloves which had once been straw-coloured, and 
the said hands played with a whalebone cane surmounted by a 
formidable knob, which gave it the appearance of a “life- 
preserver.” As he took off a white napless hat, which he 
wiped with great care and affection with the sleeve of his right 
arm, a profusion of stiff curls instantly betrayed the art of 
man. Like my landlord’s ale, in that wig there was “no 
mistake: ” it was brought — (in the fashion of the wigs we see 
in the popular effigies of George IV. in his youth) — low over 
his forehead and raised at the top. The wig had been oiled, 
and the oil had imbibed no small quantity of dust; oil and dust 
had alike left their impression on the forehead and cheeks 
of the wig’s proprietor. For the rest, the expression of his 
face was somewhat impudent and reckless, but not without a 
certain drollery in the comers of his eyes. 

The younger man was apparently about my own age, a year 
or two older perhaps — judging rather from his set and 
sinewy frame than his boyish countenance. And this last, 
boyish as it was, could not fail to demand the attention even 
of the most careless observer. It had not only the darkness 
but the character of the gipsy face , with large brilliant eyes, 
raven hair, long and wavy, but not curling; the features 
were aquiline but delicate, and when he spoke he showed 
teeth dazzling as pearls. It was impossible not to admire the 
'singular beauty of the countenance; and yet, it had that 
expression at once stealthy and fierce, which war with society 
has stamped upon the lineaments of the race of which it 
reminded me. But, withal, there was somewhat of the air of 
a gentleman in this young wayfarer. His dress consisted of a 
black velveteen shooting-jacket, or rather short frock, with a 
broad leathern strap at the waist, loose white trousers, and a 
foraging cap, which he threw carelessly on the table as he 
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wiped his brow. Turning round impatiently and with some 
haughtiness from his companion, he surveyed me with a 
quick observant flash of his piercing eyes, and then stretched 
himself at length on the bench, and appeared either to doze 
or muse, till, in obedience to his companion’s orders, the 
board was spread with all the cold meats the larder could 
supply. 

“Beefl” said his companion, screwing a pinchbeck glass 
into his right eye. “Beef; — mottled, cowey — humph. 
Lamb; — oldish — rawish — muttony, humph. Pie; — 
stalish, veal? — no, pork. Ahl what will you have ? ” 

“Help yourself,” replied the young man peevishly, as he 
sat up, looked disdainfully at the viands, and after a long 
pause, tasted first one, then the other, with many shrugs of 
the shoulders and muttered exclamations of discontent. 
Suddenly he looked up and called for brandy; and to my 
surprise, and I fear admiration, ^ drank nearly half a 
tumblerful of that poison undiluted, with a composure that 
spoke of habitual use. 

“ Wrong 1 ” said his companion, drawing the bottle to him- 
self, and mixing the alcohol in careful proportions with water. 
“Wrong! coats of stomach soon wear out, with that kind of 
clothes’ brush. Better stick to ‘the yeasty foam’ as sweet 
Will says. That young gentleman sets you a good example,” 
and therewith the speaker nodded at me familiarly. Inex- 
perienced as I was, I surmised at once that it was his intention 
to make acquaintance with the neighbour thus saluted. I was 
not deceived. “Any thing to tempt you, Sir?” asked this 
social personage after a short pause , and describing a semi- 
circle with the point of his knife. 

“I thank you. Sir, but I have dined.” 

“What then? ‘Break out into a second course of mischief,* 
as the swan recommends — swan of Avon, Sir! No? ‘Well 

8 * 
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then , I charge you with this cup of sack.’ Are you going far, 
if I may take the liberty to ask?” 

“To London, when I can get there ! ” 

“Oh!” said the traveller — while his young companion 
lifted his eyes; and I was again struck with their remarkable 
penetration and brilliancy. 

“London is the best place in the world for a lad of spirit. 
See life there ; ‘ glass of fashion and mould of form.’ Fond of 
the play, Sir?” 

“ I never saw one ! ” 

“Possible!” cried the gentleman, dropping the handle of 
his knife, and bringing up the point horizontally: “then, 
young man,” he added solemnly, “you have, but I won’t say 
what you have to see. I won’t say — no, not if you could 
cover this table with golden guineas, and exclaim with the 
generous ardour so engaging in youth, ‘Mr. Peacock, these 
are yours, if you will only say what I have to see ! ’ ” 

I laughed outright — may I be forgiven for the boast, but 
I had the reputation at school of a pleasant laugh. The young 
man’s face grew dark at the sound: he pushed back his plate 
and sighed. 

“Why,” continued his friend, “my companion here, who 
I suppose is about your own age, he could tell you what a play 
is ! he could tell you what life is. He has viewed the manners 
of the town: ‘perused the traders,’ as the swan poetically re- 
marks. Have you not, my lad, eh?” 

Thus directly appealed to , the boy looked up with a smile 
of scorn on his lips. “Yes, I know what life is, and I say that 
life, like poverty, has strange bedfellows. Ask me what life 
is now, and I say a melodrama; ask me what it is twenty years 
hence, and I shall say — ” 

“ A farce ? ” put in his comrade. 

“No, a tragedy — or comedy as Moliere wrote it.” 
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**And how Is that?'’ I asked, interested and somewhat 
surprised at the tone of my contemporary. 

“ Where the play ends in the triumph oi the wittiest rogue. 
My friend here has no chance! ” 

“ ‘Praise from Sir Hubert Stanley,’ hem — yes — Hal Pea- 
cock may be witty, but he is no rogue.”- 

“That was not exactly my meaning,” said the boy 
drj’ly. 

“‘Afico for your meaning,’ as the swan says. Hallo, 
you. Sir! Bully Host, clear the table, fresh tumblers — hot 
water — sugar — lemon, — and the bottle ’s out! Smoke, Sir?” 
— and Mr. Peacock offered me a cigar. 

Upon my refusal , he carefully twirled round a very un- 
inviting specimen of some fabulous havannah — moistened it 
all over, as a boa-constrictor may do the ox he prepares for de- 
glutition; bit off one end, and lighting the other from a little 
machine for that purpose which he drew from his pocket, he 
was soon absorbed in a vigorous effort (which the damp 
inherent in the weed long resisted) to poison the surrounding 
atmosphere. Therewith, the young gentleman, either from 
emulation or in self-defence, extracted from his own pouch a 
cigar-case of notable elegance, being of velvet, embroidered 
apparently by some fair hand, for “From Juliet” was very 
legibly worked thereon — selected a cigar of better appear- 
ance than that in favour with his comrade, and seemed 
quite as familiar with the tobacco as he had been with the 
brandy. 

“Fast, Sir — fast lad that!” quoth Mr. Peacock, in the 
short gasps which his resolute struggle with his uninviting 
victim alone permitted — “nothing but — (puff, puff) ^ your 
true — (suck — suck,) syl — syl — sylva — does for him. Out, 
by the Lord! ‘the jaws of darkness have devoured it up;’ ” 
and again Mr. Peacock applied to his phosphoric machine. 
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This time patience and perseverance succeeded, and the 
heart of the cigar responded by a dull red spark (leaving 
the sides wholly untouched) to the indefatigable ardour of its 
wooer. ^ 

This feat accomplished, Mr. Peacock exclaimed trium- 
phantly, “And now what say you, my lads, to a game at cards? — 
three of us — whist and a dummy? — nothing better — eh?” 
As he spoke, he produced from his coat-pocket a red silk 
handkerchief, a bunch of keys, a nightcap, a tooth-brush, a 
piece of shaving-soap, four lumps of sugar, the remains of a 
bun , a razor, and a pack of cards. Selecting the last, and re- 
turning its motley accompaniments to the abyss whence they 
had emerged, he turned up, with a jerk of his thumb and 
finger, the knave of clubs, and, placing it on the top of the rest, 
slapped the cards emphatically on the table. 

“You are very good, but I don’t know whist,” said I. 

“Not know whist — not been to a play ! not smoke 1 Then 
pray tell me, young man,” (said he majestically, andwritha 
frown ,) “ what on earth you do know I ” 

Much consternated by this direct appeal, and greatly 
ashamed of my ignorance of the cardinal points of erudition 
in Mr. Peacock’s estimation, I hung my head, and looked 
down. 

“That is right,” renewed Mr. Peacock, more benignly; 
“you have the ingenuous shame of youth. It is promising. Sir 
— ‘lowliness is young ambition’s ladder,’ as the swan says. 
Mount the first step, and Icam whist — sixpenny points to be- 
gin with.” 

Notwithstanding my newness in actual life, I had had the 
good fortune to learn a little of the way before me, by those 
much-slandered guides called novels — works which are often 
to the inner world what maps are to the outer; and sundry re- 
collections of “Gil Bias” and the “Vicar of Wakefield” came 
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athwart me. I had no wish to emulate the worthy Moses , and 
felt that I might not have even the shagreen spectacles to boast 
of, in my negotiations with this new Mr. Jenkinson. Accord- 
ingly, shaking my head, I called for my bill. As I took out 
my purse — knit by my mother — with one gold piece in one 
comer, and sundry silver ones in the other, I saw that the eyes 
of Mr. Peacock twinkled. 

“Poor spirit, Sirl poor spirit, young man I ‘This avarice 
sticks deep,’ as the swan beautifully observes. ‘Nothing 
venture , nothing have.’ ” 

“Nothing have, nothing venture,” 1 returned, plucking 
up spirit. 

“Nothing have! — Young Sir, do you doubt my solidity — 
my capital — my ‘golden joys?’ ” 

“Sir, I spoke of myself. I am not rich enough to 
gamble.” 

“Gamble!” exclaimed Mr. Peacock, in virtuous indignation 
— “ Gamble ! what do you mean , Sir? You insult me I ” and 
he rose threateningly, and slapped his white hat on his wig. 

“Pshaw! let him alone, Hal,” said the boy contemp- 
tuously. “Sir, if he is impertinent, thrash him.” ("This was 
to me.) 

“Impertinent! — thrash!” exclaimed Mr. Peacock, waxing 
very red ; but catching the sneer on his companion’s lip, he sat 
down , and subsided into sullen silence. 

Meanwhile I paid my bill. This duty, rarely a cheerful one, 
performed, I looked round for my knapsack, and perceived 
that it was in the boy’s hands. He was very coolly reading the 
address which, in case of accidents, 1 had prudently placed 
on it — Pisistratus Caxton, Esq., — Hotel, — Street, — , 
Strand. 

1 took my knapsack from him, more surprised at such a 
breach of good manners in a young gentleman who knew life 
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so well, than 1 should have been at a similar error on the part 
of Mr. Peacock. He made no apology, but nodded farewell, 
and stretched himself at full length on the bench. Mr. Pea- 
cock, now absorbed in a game of patience, vouchsafed no re- 
turn to my parting salutation , and in another moment I was 
alone on the high-road. My thoughts turned long upon the 
young man I had left: mixed with a sort of instinctive com- 
passionate foreboding of an ill future for one with such habits, 
and in such companionship, I felt an involuntary admiration, 
less even for his good looks than his ease, audacity, and the 
careless superiority he assumed over a comrade so much older 
than himself. 

The day was far gone when I saw the spires of a town at 
which I intended to rest for the night. The horn of a coach 
behind made me turn my head, and, as the vehicle passed me, 
I saw on the outside Mr. Peacock, still struggling with a cigar 
— it could scarcely be the same — and his young friend 
stretched on the roof amongst the luggage , leaning his hand- 
some head on his hand, and apparently unobservant both of 
me and every one else. 


CHAPTER V. 

I AM apt — judging egotistically, perhaps, from my own ex- 
perience — to measure a young man’s chances of what is 
termed practical success in life, by what may seem at first two 
very vulgar qualities; viz., his inquisitiveness and his animal 
vivacity. A curiosity which springs forward to examine every 
thing new to his information — a nervous activity, approaching 
to restlessness , which rarely allows bodily fatigue to interfere 
with some object in view — constitute, in my mind, very pro- 
fitable stock in hand to begin the world with. 
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Tired as I was, after I had performed my ablutions, and re- 
freshed myself in the little coffee-room of the inn at which I put 
up, with the pedestrian’s best beverage, familiar and oft-ca- 
lumniated tea, I could not resist the temptation of the broad 
bustling street, which, lighted with gas, shone on me through 
the dim windows of the coffee-room. I had never before seen 
a large town, and the contrast of lamp-lit, busy night in the 
streets, with sober, deserted night in the lanes and fields, struck 
me forcibly. 

I sauntered out, therefore, jostling and jostled, now gazing 
at the windows, now hurried along the tide of life, till I found 
myself before a cook’s shop, round which clustered a small 
knot of housewives, citizens, and hungry-looking children. 
While contemplating this group, and marvelling how it comes 
to pass that the staple business of earth’s majority is how, when, 
and where to eat, ray ear was struck with “ ‘In Troy there lies 
the scene,’ as the illustrious Will remarks.” 

Looking round, I perceived Mr. Peacock pointing his stick . 
towards an open doorway next to' the cook’s shop, the hall 
beyond which was lighted with gas, while, painted in black 
letters on a pane of glass over the door, was the word “Bil- 
liards.” 

Suiting the action to the word, the speaker plunged at once 
into the aperture and vanished. The boy-companion was fol- 
lowing more slowly, when his eye caught mine. A slight blush 
came over his dark cheek; he stopped, and leaning against the 
door-jambs, gazed on me hard and long before he said — 
“Well met again. Sir! You find it hard to amuse yourself in 
this dull place; the nights are long out of London.” 

“Oh,” said I, ingenuously, “every thing here amuses 
me; the lights, the shops, the crowd; but, then, to me every 
thing is new.” 

The youth came from his lounging-place and moved on, as 
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if inviting me to walk; while he answered, rather with bitter 
sullenness, than the melancholy his words expressed — 

“One thing, at least, cannot be new to you; it is an old 
truth with us before we leave the nursery — ‘Whatever is 
worth having must be bought; ergOy he who cannot buy, has 
nothing worth having.’ ” 

“I don’t think,” said I, wisely, “that the things best 
worth having can be bought at all. You see that poor drop- 
sical jeweller standing before his shop-door, — his shop is the • 
finest in the street, — and I dare say h^ would be very glad to 
give it to you or me in return for our good health and strong 
legs. Oh no 1 I think with my father — ‘All that are worth 
having are given to all ; — that is , nature and labour.’ ” 

“Your father says that; and you go by what your father 
saysl Of course, all fathers have preached that, and many • 
other good doctrines, since Adam preached to Cain; but I 
don’t see that the fathers have found their sons very credulous 
listeners.” 

“ So much the worse for the sons,” said I bluntly. 

“Nature,” continued my new acquaintance, without attend- 
ing to my ejaculation — “nature indeed does give us much, 
and nature also orders each of us how to use her gifts. If 
nature give you the propensity to drudge, you will drudge; if 
she give me the ambition to rise, and the contempt for work, 

I may rise — but I certainly shall not work.” 

“Oh,” said I, “you agree with Squills, I suppose, and 
fancy we are all guided by the bumps on our foreheads? ” 

“And the blood in our veins , and our mother’s milk. We 
inherit other things besides gout and consumption. So you 
always do as your father tells you ! Good boy ! ” 

I was piqued. Why we should be ashamed of being taunted 
for goodness, I never could understand; but certainly I felt 
humbled. However I answered sturdily — “If you had as 
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good a father as I have, you would not think it so very extra- 
ordinary to do as he tells you.” 

“Ahl so he is a very good father, is he! He must have a 
great trust in your sobriety and steadiness to let you wander 
about the world as he does.” 

“I am going to join him in London.” 

“In London! Oh, does he live there?” 

“He is going to live there for some time.” 

“Then, perhaps, we may meet. I, too, am going to 
town ” 

“Oh, we shall be sure to meet there!” said I, with frank 
gladness ; for my interest in the young man was not diminished 
by his conversation, however much I disliked the sentiments 
it expressed. 

The lad laughed, and his laugh was peculiar. It was low, 
musical , but hollow and artificial. , 

“ Sure to meet ! London is a large place : where shall you 
be found?” 

I gave him, without scruple, the address of the hotel at 
which I expected to find my father; although his deliberate 
inspection of my knapsak must alx’eady have apprised him of 
that address. He listened attentively, and repeated it twice 
over, as if to impress it on his memory; and we both walked 
on in silence, till, turning up a small passage, we suddenly 
found ourselves in a large churchyard, — a flagged path 
stretched diagonally across it towards the market-place, on 
which it bordered. In this churchyard, upon a grave-stone, 
sat a young Savoyard ; his hurdy-gurdy, or whatever else his 
instrument might be called, was on his lap; and he was 
gnawing his crust, and feeding some poor little white mice 
(standing on their hind-legs on the hurdy-gurdy) as merrily as 
if he had chosen the gayest resting-place in the world. 

We both stopped. The Savoyard, seeing us, put his* 
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arch head on one side, showed all his white teeth in that happy 
smile so peculiar to his race, and in which poverty seems to 
beg so blithely, and gave the handle of his intrument a turn. 

“Poor child!” said I. 

“Aha, you pity him! but why? According to your rule, 
Mr. Caxton, he is not so much to be pitied; the dropsical 
jeweller would give him as much for his limbs and health as 
for ours I How is it — answer me , son of so wise a father — 
that no one pities the dropsical jeweller, and all pity the 
healthy Savoyard? It is. Sir, because there is a stem truth 
which is stronger than all Spartan lessons — Poverty is the 
master-ill of the world. Look round. Does poverty leave its 
signs over the graves? Look at that large tomb fenced round; 
read that long inscription: — ‘Virtues’ — ‘best of husbands’ 
— ‘affectionate father’ — ‘inconsolable grief’ — ‘sleeps in the 
joyful hope,’ &c., &c. Do you suppose these stoneless 
mounds hide no dust of what were men just as good? But no 
epitaph tells their virtues ; bespeaks their wives’ grief; or pro- 
mises joyful hope to them ! ” 

“Does it matter? Does God care for the epitaph and tomb* 
stone?” 

'‘‘‘Dale qualche cosal" said the Savoyard, in his touching 
patois, still smiling, and holding out his little hand; 

Therein I dropped a small coin. The boy evinced his 
gratitude by a new turn of the hurdy-gurdy. 

“That is not labour,” said my companion; “and had you 
found him at work, you had given him nothing. 1 too have 
my instrument to play upon, and my mice to see after. 
Adieu!” 

He waved his hand, and strode irreverently over the 
graves back in the direction we had come. 

I stood before the fine tomb with its fine epitaph ; the Sa- 
voyard looked at me wistfully. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The Savoyard looked at me wistfully. I wished to enter 
into conversation with him. That was not easy. However, I 
began : — 

PisiSTRATUS. — “You must be often hungry enough, my 
poor boy. Do the mice feed you ? ” 

•Savoyard puts his head on one side, shakes it, and 
strokes his mice. 

PisisTRATUs. — “ You are very fond of the mice ; they are 
your only friends , I fear.” 

Savoyard, evidently understanding Pisistratus, rubs his 
face gently against the mice , then puts them softly down on a 
grave, and gives a turn to the hurdy-gurdy. The mice play 
unconcernedly over the grave. 

Pisistratus, pointing first to the beasts, then to the in- 
strument. — “ Which do you like best, the mice or the hurdy- 
gurdy?” 

Savoyard shows his teeth — considers — stretches him- 
self on the grass — plays with the mice — and answers 
volubly. 

Pisistratus, by the help of Latin comprehending that 
the Savoyard says, that the mice are alive and the hurdy- 
gurdy is not — “Yes, a live friend is better than a dead one. 
Mortua est hurda-gurda 1 ” 

Savoyard shakes his head vehemently. — “Nd — ndl Ec- 
cellenza, non a mortel” and strikes up a lively air on the 
slandered instrument. The Savoyard’s face brightens — he 
looks happy: the mice run from the grave into his bosom. 

Pisistratus, afiected, and putting the question in Latin. 
“Have you a father? ” 
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Savoyard, with his face overcast. — “N6 — Eccellenza! ’* 
then pausing a little, he says briskly, “Si-Si!” and plays a 
solemn air on the hurdy-gurdy — stops — rests one hand on 
the instrument, and raises the other to heaven. 

PisiSTRATUS understands. — The father is like the hurdy- 
gurdy, at once dead and living. ' The mere form is a dead 
thing, but the music lives. Fisistratus drops another small 
piece of silver on the ground , and turns away. 

God help and God bless thee , Savoyard. Thou hast done 
Fisistratus all the good in the world. Thou hast corrected 
the hard wisdom of the young gentleman in the velveteen 
jacket; Fisistratus is a better lad for having stopped to listen 
to thee. 

I regained the entrance to the churchyard — I looked 
back — there sate the Savoyard, still amidst men’s graves, 
but under God’s sky. He was still looking at me wistfully, 
and when he caught my eye, he pressed his hand to his heart, 
and smiled. God help and God bless thee , young Savoyard. 
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CHAPTER I. 

In setting off the next moniing, the Boots, whose heart 
I had won by an extra sixpence for calling me betimes, good- 
naturedly informed me that I might save a mile of the journey, 
and have a very pleasant walk into the bargain, if I took the 
footpath through a gentleman’s park, the lodge of which I 
should see about seven miles from the town. 

“And the grounds are showed too,” said the Boots, “if 
so be you has a mind to stay and see ’em. But don’t you 
go to the gardener, he ’ll want half-a-crown ; there ’s an old 
’oman at the lodge, who will show you all that’s worth seeing, 

— the walks and the big cascade — for a tizzy. You may 
make use o’ my name,” he added proudly, “Bob, boots at 
the Lion*. She be a Aaunt o’ mine, and she minds them that 
come from me pertiklerly.” 

Not doubting that the purest philanthropy actuated these ♦ 
counsels, I thanked my shockheaded friend, and asked care- 
lessly to whom the park belonged? 

“To Muster Trevanion, the great parliament man,” an- 
swered the Boots. “ You has heard o’ him, I guess, Sir? ” 

I shook my head, surprised, every hour, more and more, 
to find how very little there was in it. 

“ They takes in the Moderate Man's Journal at the Lamb ; 
and they say in the tap there that he ’s one of the eleverest 
chaps in the House o’ Commons,” continued the Boots in 
a confidential whisper. “But we takes in the People's Thun- 
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derbolt at the Lion, and we knows better this Muster Tre- 
vanion : he is but a trimmer, — milk and water, — no Aorator, 
— not the right sort, — you understand?” 

Perfectly satisfied that I understood nothing about it, 
I smiled, and said, “Oh yes;” and, slipping on my knap- 
sack, commenced my adventures; the Boots bawling after 
me, “Mind, Sir, you tells Aaunt I sent you 1 ” 

The town was only languidly putting forth symptoms of 
returning life, as I strode through the streets ; a pale sickly 
unwholesome look on the face of the slothful Phoebus had 
succeeded the feverish hectic of the past night; the artisans 
whom I met glided past me, haggard and dejected; a few 
early shops were alone open; one or two drunken men, 
emerging from the lanes, sallied homeward with broken pipes 
in their mouths; bills with large capitals, calling attention 
to “Best family teas at 4s. a-lb.;” “the arrival of Mr. Slo- 
man’s caravan of wild beasts,” and Dr. Do’ems “Paracelsian 
pills of Immortality,” stared out dull and uncheering from 
the walls of tenantless dilapidated houses in that chill sunrise 
which favours no illusion. I was glad when I had left the 
town behind me, and saw the reapers in the corn-fields, and 
heard the chirp of the birds. I arrived at the lodge of which 
the Boots had spoken: a pretty rustic building half concealed 
by a belt of plantations, with two large iron gates for the 
owner’s friends, and a small turn-stile for the public, who, 
by some strange neglect on his part, or sad want of interest 
with the neighbouring magistrates, had still preserved a right 
to cross the rich man’s domains, and look on his grandeur, 
limited to compliance with a reasonable request mildly stated 
on the notice-board, “to keep to the paths.” As it was not 
yet eight o’clock, I had plenty of time before me to see the’ 
grounds, and, profiting by the economical hint of the Boots, 
I entered the lodge, and inquired for the old lady who was 
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Aaunt to Mr. Bob. A young woman, who was busied in pre- 
paring breakfast, nodded with great civility to this request, 
and hastening to a bundle of clothes which I then perceived 
in the comer, she cried, “ Grand-mother, here’s a gentleman 
to see the cascade.” 

The bundle of clothes then turned round, and exhibited 
a human countenance, which lighted up with great intelligence 
as the grand-daughter, turning to me, said with simplicity — 
*‘She ’s old, honest cretur, but she still likes to earn a six- 
pence, Sir;” and taking a crutch-staff in her hand, while 
her grand-daughter put a neat bonnet on her head, this in- 
dustrious gentlewoman sallied out at a pace which sur- 
prised me. 

I attempted to enter into conversation with my guide; but 
she did not seem much inclined to be socihble, and the beauty 
of the glades and groves which now spread before my eyes re- 
conciled me to silence. 

I have seen many fine places since then, but I do not 
remember to have seen a landscape more beautiful in its 
peculiar English character than that which I now gazed on. 
It had none of the fbudal characteristics of ancient parks, with 
giant oaks, fantastic pollards, glens covered with fern, and 
deer grouped upon the slopes; on the contrary, in spite of 
some fine trees, chiefly beech, the. impression conveyed was 
that it was a new place — a made place. You might see ridges 
on the lawns which showed where hedges had been removed; 
the pastures were parcelled out in divisions by new wire- 
fences; young plantations, planned with exquisite taste, but 
without the venerable formality of avenues and quincunxes, 
by which you know the parks that date from Elizabeth and 
James , diversified the rich extent of verdure ; instead of 
deer, were short-homed cattle of the finest breed — sheep 
that would have won the prize at an agricultural show. Every 
The Caxlons. I. 9 
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where there was the evidence of improvement — energ)’ — 
capital ; but capital clearly not employed for the mere purpose 
of return. The ornamental was too conspicuously predo- 
minant amidst the lucrative, not to say eloquently — “The 
owner is willing to make the most of his land, but not the most 
of his money.” 

But the old woman’s eagerness to earn sixpence h\d im- 
pressed me unfavourably as to the character of the master. 
“ Here,” thought I, “ are all the signs of riches ; and yet this 
poor old woman, living on the very threshold of opulence, 
is in want of a sixpence.” 

These surmises, in the indulgence of which I piqued 
myself on my penetration, were strengthened into convictions 
by the few se^enc^s which I succeeded at last in eliciting 
from the old 'Wman. 

“ Mr. Trevanion must be a rich man,” said I. 

“ O ay , rich eno’ 1 ” grumbled my guide. 

“And,” said I, surveying the extent of shrubbery or 
dressed ground through which our way wound, now emerging 
into lawns and glades, now belted by rare garden trees, now 
(as every inequality of the ground was turned to advantage in 
the landscape) sinking into the dell, now climbing up the 
slopes, and now confining the view to some object of graceful 
art or enchanting nature : — “And,” said I, “ he must employ 
many hands here — plenty of work, eh I ” 

“Ay, ay — I don’t say that he don’t find work for those 
who want it. But it aint the same place it wor in my day.” 
“You remember it in other hands, then?” 

“Ay, ay! When the Hogtons had it, honest folkl My 
goodman was the gardener — none of those set-up fine gen- 
tlemen who can’t put hand to a spade.” 

Poor faithful old woman ! 
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I began to hate the unknown proprietor. Here clearly 
was some mushroom usurper who had bought out the old 
simple hospitable family, neglected its ancient servants, left 
them to earn tizzies by showing waterfalls, and insulted their 
eyes by his selfish wealth. 

“There ’s the water, all spil’t — it wam’t so in my day,” 
said the guide. 

A rivulet, whose murmur I had long heard, now stole 
suddenly into view, and gave to the scene the crowning 
charm. As, relapsing into silence, we tracked its silvan 
course, under dipping chestnuts and shady limes — the house 
itself emerged on the opposite side — a modem building, of 
white stone, with the noblest Corinthian portico I ever saw in 
this country. 

“AfiLuehonse, indeed,” said I. “fsMr. Trevanion here 
much?” 

“ Ay, ay — I don’t mean to say that he goes away al- 
together, but it aint as it wor in my day, when the Hogtons 
lived here all the year round in their warm house, not that 
one.” 

Good old woman, and these poor banished Hogtons! 
thought I : hateful parvenu ! I was pleased when a curve in 
the shrubberies shut out the house from view, though in 
reality bringing us nearer to it. And the boasted cascade, 
whose roar I had heard for some moments, came in sight. 

Amidst the Alps, such a waterfall would have been insig- 
nificant, but contrasting ground highly dressed, with no other 
bold features, its effect was striking, and even grand. The 
banks were here narrowed and compressed; rocks, partly 
natural, partly no doubt artificial, gave a rough aspect to the 
mar^n; and the cascade fell from a considerable height into 
rapid waters, which my guide mumbled out were “mortal 
deep.” 

9 * 
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“There wor a madman leapt over where you be standing,” 
said the old woman, “ two years ago last June. ” 

“A madman ! why,” said I, observing, with an eye practised 
in the g^’mnasium of the Hellenic Institute, the narrow space of 
the banks over the gulf — “ Why, my good lady, it need not be 
a madman to perform that leap. ” 

And so saying, with one of those sudden impulses which it 
would be wrong to ascribe to the noble quality of courage, I 
drew back a few steps, and cleared the abyss. But when, from 
the other side, I looked back at what 1 had done, and saw that 
failure had been death, a sickness came over me, and I felt as 
if I would not have re-leaped the gulf to have become lord of 
the domain. 

“ And how am I to get back? ” said I, in a forlorn voice, to 
the old woman, who stood staring at me on the other side — 
“Ah, I see there is a bridge below.” 

“But you can’t go over the bridge; there ’s a gate on it; 
master keeps the key himself. You are in the private grounds 
now. Dear — dear! the Squire would be so angry if he knew. 
You must go back ; and they ’ll see you from the house 1 Dear 
me! dear — dearl What shall I do? Can’t you leap back 
agin?” 

Moved by these piteous exclamations , and not wishing to 
subject the poor old lady to the wrath of a master, evidently an 
unfeeling tyrant, I resolved to pluck up courage and re-leap the 
dangerous abyss. 

“Oh yes — never fear,” said I, therefore. “What ’s been 
done once ought to bo done twice, if needful. Just get out of 
my way , will you ? ” 

And I receded several paces over a ground much too rough 
to favour my run for a spring. But my heart knocked against 
my ribs. I felt that impulse can do wonders where prepa- 
ration fails. 
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“ You had best be quick then , ” said the old woman. 

Horrid old woman 1 I began to esteem her less. I set my 
teeth, and was about to rush on, when a voice close beside me 
said — 

“ Stay, young man ; I will let you through the gate. ” 

I turned round sharply, and saw close by my side, in great 
wonder that I had not seen him before, a man, whose homely 
(but not working) dress seemed to intimate his station as that 
of the head-gardener, of whom my guide had spoken. He 
was seated on a stone under a chestnut-tree, with an ugly cur 
at his feet, who snarled at me as I turned. 

“Thank you, my man!” said I joyfully. “I confess 
frankly that I was very much afraid of that leap. ” 

“ Ho! Yet you said what can be done once can be done 
twice. ” 

“I did not say it couldhe done, but ought to be done. ” 

“ Humph ! that ’s better put. ” 

Here the man rose — the dog came and smelt my legs; and 
then, as if satisfied with my respectability, wagged the stump 
of his tail. 

I looked across the waterfall for the old woman, and, to my 
surprise, saw her hobbling back as fast as she could. 

“Ah ! ” said I laughing, “the poor old thing is afraid you ’ll 
tell her master — for you ’re the head-gardener, I suppose? 
But I ’m the only person to blame. Pray say that, if you 
mention the circumstance at all;” and I drew out half-a- 
crown, which I profiered to' my new conductor. 

He put back the money with alow “Humph! — not amiss.” 
Then, in a louder voice, “No occasion to bribe me, young man; 
I saw it all. ” 

“I fear your master is rather hard to the poor Hogtons’ old 
servants.” 
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“Is he? Oh I humph — my master. Mr. Trevanion you 
mean?’* 

“Yes.” 

“ Well, I dare say people say so. This is the way, ” and he 
led me down a little glen away from the fall. 

Every body must have observed, that after he has incurred 
or escaped a great danger, his spirits rise wonderfully — he is 
in a state of pleasing excitement. So it was with me. I talked 
to the gardener d cceur ouvert, as the French say : and I did not 
observe that his short monosyllables in rejoinder all served to 
draw out my little history — my journey, its destination ; my 
schooling under Dr. Herman, and my father’s Great Book. 

I -was only made somewhat suddenly aware of the familianty 
that had sprung up between us, when, just as, having per- 
formed a circuitous meander, we regained the stream and 
stood before an iron gate, set in an arch of rock- work, my 
companion said simply — “And your name, young gentleman? 
What *8 your name? ” 

I hesitated a moment; but having heard that such com- 
munications were usually made by the visitors of show places, 

I answered — “Oh! a very venerable one, if your master is 
what they call a bibliomaniac — Caxton. ” 

“Caxton!” cried the gardener with some vivacity. “There 
is a Cumberland family of that name — ” 

“That ’s mine; and my Uncle Roland is the head of that 
family.” 

“And you are the son of Augustine Caxton?” 

“lam; you have heard of my dear father, then?” 

“We will not pass by the gate now. Follow me — this . 
way;” and my guide, turning abruptly round, strode up a 
narrow path, and the house stood a hundred yards before mo 
ere I had recovered my surprise. 
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“Pardonme,” saidi; “but where are we going, my good 
friend?” 

“Grood friend — good friend! Well said, Sir. You are 
going amongst good friends. I was at college with your 
father. I loved him well. I knew a little of your uncle too. 
My name is Trevanion. ” 

Blind young fool that I was ! The moment my guide told 
his name, I was struck with amazement at my unaccountable 
mistake. The small, insignificant figure took instant dignity ; 
the homely dress, of rough, dark broad-cloth , was the natural 
and becoming deshabille of a country gentleman in his own 
demesnes. Even the ugly cur became a Scotch terrier of the 
rarest breed. 

My guide smiled good-naturedly at my stupor; and pat- 
ting me on the shoulder, said — • 

“ It is the gardener you must apologise to , not me. He is a 
very handsome fellow, six feet high.” 

I had not found my tongue before we had ascended a broad 
flight of stairs under the portico; passed a spacious hall, 
adorned with statues and fragrant with large orange-trees; 
and , entering a small room , hung with pictures , in which were 
arranged all the appliances for breakfast, my companion said 
to a lady, who rose from behind the tea-urn, “My dear Ellinor 
— 'I introduce to you the son of our old friend Augustine 
Caxton. Make him stay with us as long as he can. Young 
gentleman , in Lady Ellinor Trevanion think that you see one 
whom you ought to know well — family friendships should 
descend. ” 

“My host” said these last words in an imposing tone, and 
then pounced on a letter-bag on the table, drew forth an im- 
mense heap of letters and newspapers, threw himself into an 
arm-chair, and seemed perfectly forgetful of my existence. 
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The lady stood a moment in mpte surprise, and I saw that 
she changed colour, from pale to red, and red to pale , before 
she came forward with the enchanting grace of unaffected 
kindness , took me by the hand , drew me to a seat next to her 
own, and asked so cordially after my father, my uncle, my 
whole family , that in five minutes I felt myself at home. Lady 
EUinor listened with a smile (though with moistened eyes, 
which she wiped every now and then) to my naive details. At 
length she said — 

“Have you never heard your father speak of me — I mean 
of us — of the Trevanions?” 

“Never,” saidlblunt%; “and that would puzzle me, only 
my dear father, you know, is not a great talker. ” 

“Indeed! He was very animated when I knew him , ” said 
Lady EUinor, and she turned her head and sighed. 

At this moment there entered a young lady, so fresh, so 
blooming, so lovely, that every other thought vanished out of 
my head at once. She came in singing , as gay as a bird , and 
seeming to my adoring sight quite as native to the skies. 

“Fanny,” said Lady EUinor, “shake hands with Mr. 
Caxton, the son of one whom I have not seen since I was little 
older than you, but whom I remember as if it were but 
yesterday.” 

Miss Fanny blushed and smUed, and held out her hand 
with an easy frankness which I in vain endeavoured to imitate. 
During breakfast , Mr. Trevanion eontinued to read his letters 
and glance over the papers, with an occasional ejaculation 
of “Pish!” “Stuff!” — between the intervals in which he 
mechanicaUy swallowed his tea, or some small morsels of drj' 
toast. Then rising with the suddenness which characterised 
his movements, he stood on his hearth for a few moments 
buried in thought; and now that a large brimmed hat was 
removed from his brow, and the abruptness of his first move- 
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ment, ■with the sedateness of his after pause, arrested my 
curious attention, I was more than ever ashamed of ray mis- 
take. It was a care-worn, eager, and yet musing countenance, 
hollow-eyed, and with deep lines; but it was one of those 
faces which take dignity and refinement from that mental 
cultivation which distinguishes the true aristocrat, viz., the 
highly educated, acutely intelligent man. Very handsome 
might that face have been in youth , for the features , though 
small, were exquisitely defined; the brow, partially bald, 
was noble and massive, and there was almost feminine delicacy 
in the curve of the lip. The whole expression of the face was 
commanding but sad. Often, as my experience of life in- 
creased, have I thought to trace upon that expressive visage 
the history of energetic ambition curbed by a fastidious philo- 
sophy and a scrupulous conscience ; but then all that I could 
see was a vague, dissatisfied melancholy, which dejected me 
I knew not why. 

Presently Trevanion returned to the table, collected his 
letters, moved slowly towards the door, and vanished. 

His wife’s eyes followed him tenderly. Those eyes re- 
minded me of my mother’s , as, I verily believe , did all eyes 
that expressed affection. I crept nearer to her, and longed 
to press the white hand that lay so listless before me. 

“Will you walk out with us?” said Miss Trevanion , turn- 
ing to me. I bowed, and in a few minutes I found myself 
alone. While the ladies left me, for their shawls and bonnets, 
I took up the newspapers which Mr. Trevanion had thrown on 
the table, by way of something to do. My eye was caught 
by his own name; it occurred often, and in all the papers. 
There was contemptuous abuse in one, high eulogy in an- 
other; but one passage, in a journal that seemed to aim at 
impartiality, struck me so much as to remain in my memory; 
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and I am sure that I can still quote the sense , though not the 
exact words. The paragraph ran somewhat thus : — 

“In the present state of parties, our contemporaries have, 
not unnaturally, devoted much space to the claims or demerits 
of Mr. Trcvanion. It is a name that stands unquestionably 
high in the House of Commons; but, as unquestionably, it 
commands little sympathy in the country. Mr. Trevanion is 
essentially and emphatically a member of parliament. He is 
a close and ready debater; he is an admirable chairman in 
committees. Though never in office, his long experience of 
public life, his gratuitous attention to public business, have 
ranked him high among those practical politicians from whom 
ministers are selected. A man of spotless character and ex- 
cellent intentions, no doubt, he must be considered ; and in 
him any cabinet would gain an honest and a useful member. 
There ends all we can say in his praise. As a speaker, he 
wants the fire and enthusiasm which engage the popular 
sympathies. He has the ear of the House, not the heart of the 
country. An oracle on subjects of mere business, in the great 
questions of policy he is comparatively a failure. He never 
embraces any party heartily ; he never espouses any question 
as if wholly in earnest. The moderation on which he is said 
to pique himself, often exhibits itself in fastidious crotchets, 
and an attempt at philosophical originality of candour, which 
has long obtained him , with his enemies the reputation of a 
trimmer. Such a man circumstances may throw into tempo- 
rary power; but can he command lasting influence? No : let 
Mr. Trevanion remain in what nature and position assign as 
his proper post, — that of an upright, independent, able 
member of parliament ; conciliating sensible men on both 
sides, when party runs into extremes. He is undone as a 
cabinet minister. His scruples would break up any govern- 
ment ; and his want of decision — when, as in all human 
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affairs, some errors must be conceded to obtain a great good — 
would shipwreck his own fame.” 

I had just got to the end of this paragraph when the ladies 
returned. 

My hostess observed the newspaper in my hand, and said, 
with a constrained smile , “ Some attack on Mr. Trevanion, 
I suppose?” 

“No,” said I, awkwardly; for, perhaps, the paragraph 
that appeared to me so impartial, was the most galling attack 
of all. “No, not exactly.” 

“I never read the papers now — at least what are called 
the leading articles — it is too painful: and once they gave me 
so much pleasure — that was when the career began, and 
before the fame was made.” 

Here Lady Ellinor opened the window which admitted on 
the lawn, and in a few moments we were in that part of the 
pleasure-grounds which the family reserved from the public 
curiosity. We passed by rare shrubs and strange flowers, 
long ranges of conservatories, in which bloomed and lived all 
the marvellous vegetation of Africa and the Indies. 

“ Mr. Trevanion is fond of flowers ? ” said I. 

The fair Fanny laughed. “I don’t think he knows one 
from 'another.” 

“Nor I either,” said I: “that is, when I fairly lose sight 
of a rose or a hollyhock.” 

“ The farm will interest you more ,” said Lady Ellinor. 

We came to farm buildings recently erected, and no doubt 
on the most improved principle. Lady Ellinor pointed out 
to me machines and contrivances, of the newest fashion, for 
abridging labour, and perfecting the mechanical operations 
of agriculture. 

“ Ah, then, Mr. Trevanion is fond of farming.” 

The pretty Fanny laughed again. 
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“My father is one of the great oracles in agriculture, one 
of the great patrons of all its improvements ; but, as for being 
fond of farming, I doubt if he knows when he rides through 
his own fields.” 

We returned to the house; and Miss Trevanion, whose 
frank kindness had already made too deep an impression upon 
the youthful heart of Pisistratus the Second, offered to show 
me the picture-gallery. The collection was confined to the 
works of English artists ; and Miss Trevanion pointed out to 
me the main attractions of the gallery^. 

“Well, at least Mr. Trevanion is fond of pictures! ” 

“Wrong again,” said Fanny, shaking her arch head. 
“ My father is said to be an admirable judge ; but he only buys 
pictures from a sense of duty — to encourage our own painters 
— a picture once bought, I am not sure that he ever looks at 
it again! ” 

“What does he then — ” I stopped short, for I felt my 
meditated question was ill-bred. 

“What does he like then? you were about to say. Why, 
I have known him, of course, since I could know any thing ; 
but I have never yet discovered what my father does like. 
No — not even politics, though he lives for politics alone. 
You look puzzled ; you will know him better some day, I hope ; 
but you will never solve the mystery — what Mr. Trevanion 
likes.” 

“You are wrong,” said Lrtdy Elllnor, who had followed 
us into the room, unheard by us. “lean tell you what your 
father does more than like — what he loves and serves every 
hour of his noble life — justice, beneficence, honour, and 
his country. A man who loves these may be excused for 
indifierence to the last geranium or the newest plough, or 
even (though that offends you more, Fanny) the freshest 
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master-piece by Landseer, or the latest fashion honoured by 
Miss Trevanion.” 

“Mammal” said Fanny, and the tears sprang to her 
eyes. 

But Lady EUinor looked to me sublime as she spoke, her 
eyes kindled, her breast heaved. The wife taking the hus- 
band’s part against the child, and comprehending so well 
what the child felt not, despite its experience of every day, 
and what the world would never know, despite all the vigilance 
of its praise and its blame, <. was a picture, to my taste, finer 
than any in the collection. 

Her face softened as she saw the tears in Fanny’s bright 
hazel eyes: she held out her hand, which her child kissed 
tenderly, and whispering, “ ’T is not the giddy word you must 
go by. Mamma, or there will be something to forgive every 
minute,” Miss Trevanion glided from the room. 

“Have you a sister? ” asked Lady EUinor. 

“No.” • 

“And Trevanion has no son,” she said, mournfully. The 
blood rushed to my checks. Oh, young fool, again 1 We 
were both silent, when the door was opened, and Mr. Treva- 
nion entered. 

“Humph,” said he, smiUng as he saw me — and his smile 
was charming, though rare. “Humph, young Sir, I came to 
seek for you — I have been rude, I fear: pardon it — that 
thought has only just occurred to me , so I left my blue books, 
and my amanuensis hard at work on them, to ask you to come 
out for half-an-hour — just half-an-hour, it is all I can give 
you — a deputation at One! You dine and sleep here of 
course?” 

“ Ah, Sir I my mother will be so uneasy if 1 am not in town 
to-night.” 

“Pooh!” said the member, “I ’U send an express.” 


Digitized by Google 



142 


“Oh, no indeed; thank you.” 

“Why not?” 

I hesitated. “You see, Sir, that my father and mother are 
both new to London : and, though I am new too, yet they may 
want me — I may be of use.” Lady EUinor put her hand on 
my head, and sleeked down my hair as I spoke. 

“Right, young man, right: you will do in the world, wrong 
as that is. I don't mean that you '11 tucceedy as the rogues say 
— that 's another question ; but, if you don’t rise, you '11 not 
fall. Now, put on your hat and come with me ; we '11 walk to 
the lodge — you will be in time for a coach.” 

I took my leave of Lady EUinor, and longed to say some- 
thing about compliments to Miss Fanny ; but the words stuck 
in my throat, and my host seemed impatient. 

“ We must see you soon again 1 ” said Lady EUinor kindly, 
as she foUowed us to the door. 

Mr. Trevanion walked on briskly and in silence — one 
hand in his bosom, the other swin^ng carelessly a thick 
walking-stick. 

“But I must go round by the bridge,” said I, “for I forgot 
my knapsack. I put it off when I made my leap, and the old 
lady certainly never took charge of it.” 

“ Come, then, this way. How old are you ? ” 

“Seventeen and a half.” 

“You know Latin and Greek as they know them at schools, 
I suppose.” 

“ I think I know them pretty well , Sir.” 

“ Does your father say so ? ” 

“ Why , my father is fastidious ; however, he owns that he 
is satisfied on the whole.” 

“ So am I, then. Mathematics? ” 

“A little.” 

“Good.” 
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Here the conversation dropped for some time. I had found 
and restrapped the knapsack, and we were near the lodge, 
when Mr. Trevanion said, abruptly, “ Talk, my young friend : 
talk, I like to hear you talk — it refreshes me. Nobody has 
talked naturally to me these last ten years.” 

The request was a complete damper to my ingenuous elo- 
quence : I could not have talked naturally now for the life of 
me. 

“I made a mistake, I see,” said my companion, good- 
humouredly, noticing my embarrassment. “Here we are at 
the lodge. The coach will be bye in five minutes: you can 
spend that time in hearing the old woman praise the Hogtons 
and abuse me. And hark you. Sir, never care three straws 
for praise or blame — leather and prunella! praise and blame 
are here!'' and he struck his hand upon his breast, with 
almost passionate emphasis. “Take a specimen. These 
Hogtons were the bane of the place; uneducated and miserly; 
their land a wilderness, their village a pig-stye. I come, with 
capital and intelligence ; I redeem the soil, I banish pauperism, 
I civilise all around me : no merit in me — I am but a type of 
capital guided by education — a machine. And yet the old 
woman is not the only one who will hint to you that the Hog- 
tons were angels, and myself the usual antithesis to angels. 
And what is more . ' Sir , because that old woman , who has ten 
shillings a-week from me , sets her heart upon earning her 
sixpences — and I give her that privileged luxury — every 
visitor she talks with goes away with the idea that I, the rich 
Mr. Trevanion , let her starve on what she can pick up from 
the sight-seers. Now, does that signify a jot? 

“ Good-bye. Tell your father his old friend must see him ; 
profit by his calm wisdom : his old friend is a fool sometimes, 
and tead at heart. When you are settled, send me a line to 
St. James’s Square, to say where you are, 

I 
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“Humph ! that ’s enough.” 

Mr. Trevanion wrung my hand, and strode ofl. 

I did not wait for the coach, but proceeded towards the 
turn-stile, where the old woman, (who had either seen, or 
scented from a distance, that tizzy of which I was the imper- 
sonation) — 

“Hush’d in grim repose, did wait her morning prey.” 

My opinions as to her sufferings, and the virtues of the 
departed Hogtons, somewhat modified, I contented myself 
with dropping into her open palm the exact sum virtually- 
agreed on.* But that palm still remained open, and the fingers 
of the other clawed hold of me as I stood, impounded in the 
curve of the turn-stile, like a cork in a patent cork-screw. 

. “ And threepence for Nephy Bob,” said the old lady. 

“ Threepence for nephew Bob, and why ? ” 

“’T is his parquisites when he recommends a gentleman. 

You would not have me pay out of my own earnings : for he 
xoill have it, or he ’ll ruin my bizness. Poor folk must be paid 
for their trouble.” 

Obdurate to this appeal , and mentally consigning Bob to a 
master whose feet would be all the handsomer for boots, I 
threaded the stile and escaped. 

Towards evening I reached London. Who ever saw Lon- 
don for the first time and was not disappointed? Those long 
suburbs melting indefinably away into the capital, forbid all 
surprise. The Gradual is a great disenchanter. I thought it 
prudent to take a hackney coach, and so jolted my way to the 
— hotel the door of which was in a small Street of the Strand, 
though the greater part of the building faced that noisy tho- 
roughfare. 1 found my father in a state of great discomfprt in 
a little room, which he paced up and dowiv like a lioii new 
caught in his cage. My poor mother was full of compll^nts 
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— for the first time in her life, I found her indisputably 
crossish. It was an ill time to relate my adventures. 1 had 
enough to do to listen. They had all day been hunting for 
lodgings in vain. My father’s pocket had been picked of a 
new India handkerchief. Primmins, who ought to know Lon- 
don so well, knew nothing about it, and declared it was 
turned topsy-turvy, and all the streets had changed names. 
The new silk umbrella, left for five minutes unguarded in the 
hall, had been exchanged for an old gingham with three holes 
in it. 

It was not till my mother remembered , that if she did not 
see herself that my bed was well aired, I should certainly lose 
the use of my limbs, and therefore disappeared with Prim- 
mins and a pert chambermaid, who seemed to think we gave 
more trouble than we were worth — that I told my father of my 
new acquaintance with Mr. Trevanion. 

He did not seem to listen to me till I got to the name 
Trevanion. He then became very pale, and sat down quietly. 
“ Go on ,” said he , observing I stopped to look at him. 

When I had told all, and given him the kind messages with 
which I had been charged by husband and wife , he smiled 
faintly; and then, shading his face with his hand, beseemed 
to muse, not cheerfully, perhaps, for I heard him sigh once or 
twice. ^ 

“ And EUinor,” said he at last, without looking up. “ Lady 
EUinor, I mean — she is very, very — ” 

“Very what. Sir?” 

“Very handsome still?” 

“Handsome! Yes, handsome, certainly; but I thought 
more of her manner than her face. And then Fanny, Miss 
Fanny is so young 1” 

“ Ahl ” said my father, murmuring in Greek the celebrated 
lines of which Pope's translation is familiar to all ; 
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“Like leaves on trees the race of man is found , 

Now green in youth , now withering on the ground.” 

“Well , 80 they wish to see me. Did Ellinor, Lady EUinor say 
that, or her — her husband? ” 

“ Her husband certainly —Lady Ellinor rather implied than 
said it.” 

“ We shall see,” said my father. “ Open the window, this 
room is stifling.” 

I opened the window, which looked on the Strand. The 
noise — the voices — the tramping feet — the rolling wheels 
became loudly audible. My father leant out for some mo- 
ments , and I stood by his side. He turned to me with a serene 
face. “ Every ant on the hill ,” said he, “ carries its load , and 
its home is but made by the burdens that it bears. How happy 
am 1 1 — how I should bless God ! How light my burden ! how 
secure my home 1 ” 

My mother came in as he ceased. He went up to her, put 
his arm round her waist and kissed her. ' Such caresses with 
him had not lost their tender charm by custom: my mother’s 
brow, before somewhat ruffled, grew smooth on the instant. 
Yet she lifted her eyes to his in soft surprise. “I was but think- 
ing,” said my father apologetically — “how much I owed you, 
and how much I love you 1 ” 


CHAPTER II. 

And now behold us, three days after my arrival, settled in 
all the state and grandeur of our own house in Russell Street, 
Bloomsbury : the library of the Museum close at hand. My 
father spends his mornings in those lata silentia, wide silences, 
as Virgil calls the world beyond the grave. And a world beyond 
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the grave we may well call that land of the ghosts, a book col- 
lection. J 

“Pisistratus,” said my father, one evening as he arranged 
his notes before him , and rubbed his spectacles. “Pisistratus, 
a great library is an awful place ! There are interred all the 
remains of men since the Flood.” 

“It is a burial-place!” quoth my Uncle Roland, who had 
that day found us out. 

“It is an Heraclea! ” said my father. 

“Please, not such hard words,” said the Captain, shaking 
his head. 

“Heraclea was the city of necromancers, in which they 
raised the dead. Do I want to speak to Cicero? I invoke him. 
Do I want to chat in the Athenian market place, and hear news 
two thousand years old? I write down my charm on a slip of 
paper, and a grave magician calls me up Aristophanes. And we 
owe all this to our ancest — ” 

“Brother I” 

“Ancestors, who wrote books — thank you.” 

Here Roland offered his snuff-box to my father, who , ab- 
horring snuff, benignly imbibed a pinch, and sneezed five 
times in consequence: an excuse for Uncle Roland to say, 
which he did five times, with great unction, “God bless you, 
brother Austin I ” 

As soon as my father had recovered himself, he proceeded, 
with tears in his eyes, but calm as before the interruption — for 
he was of the philosophy of the Stoics : — 

“But it is not that which is awful. It is the presuming to vie 
with these ‘spirits elect: ’ to say to them, ‘Make way — I too 
claim place with the chosen. I too would confer with the 
living, centuries after the death that consumes my dust. I too’ 
— Ah, Pisistratus ! I wish Uncle Jack had been at Jericho, be- 
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fore he had brought me up to London , aud placed me in the 
midst of those rulers of the world! ” 

I was busy, while my father spoke, in making some pendent 
shelves for these “ spirits elect ; ” for my mother, always provi- 
dent where my father’s comforts were concerned, had foreseen 
the necessity of some such accommodation in a hired lodging- 
house, and had not only carefully brought up to town my little 
box of tools, but gone out herself that morning to buy the raw 
materials. Checking the plane in its progress over the smooth 
deal, “My dear father,” said I, “if at the Philhellenic Institute 
I had looked with as much awe as you do on the big fellows that 
had gone before me, I should have stayed, to all eternity, the 
lag of the Infant Division — *’ 

“Pisistratus, you are as great an agitator as your name- 
sake,” cried my father, smiling. “And so, a fig for the big 
fellows!” 

And now my mother entered In her pretty evening cap , all 
smiles and good humour, having just arranged a room for 
Uncle Roland, concluded advantageous negotiations with the 
laundress, held high council with Mrs. Primmins on the best 
mode of defeating the extortions of London tradesmen; and, 
pleased with herself and all the world, she kissed my father’s 
forehead as it bent over his notes ; and came to the tea-table, 
which only waited its presiding deity. My Uncle Roland, with 
his usual gallantry, started up, kettle in hand, (our own um, 
for we had one, not being yet unpacked;) and having per- 
formed, with soldier- like method, the chivalrous office 
thus volunteered, he joined me at my employment, and 
said — 

“There is a better steel for the hands of a well-bom lad 
than a carpenter’s plane — ” 

“Aha! uncle — that depends — ” 

“Depends! what on?” 
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“On the use one makes of it. — Peter the Great was better 
employed in making ships than Charles XII. in cutting 
throats.” 

“Poor Charles XII. I ” said my uncle sighing pathetically— 
“a very brave fellow 1 ” 

“ Pity he did not like the ladies a little better 1 ” 

“No man is perfect!” said my uncle sententiously. “But 
seriously, you are now the male hope of the family — you are 
now — ” my uncle stopped, and his face darkened. I saw that 
he though of his son, that mysterious son ! And looking at him 
tenderly, I observed that his deep lines had grown deeper, his ' 
iron-gray hair more gray. There was the trace of recent suffer- 
ing on his face ; and though he had not spoken to us a word 
of the business on which he had left us, it required no 
penetration to perceive that 'it had come to no successful 
issue. • 

My uncle resumed — “ Time out of mind, every generation 
of our house has given one soldier to his country. I look 
round now : only one branch is budding yet on the old tree ; 
and—” 

“Ah! uncle. But what would they say? Do you think I 
should not like to be a soldier? Don’t tempt me ! ” 

My uncle had recourse to his snuff-box; and at that mo- 
ment, unfortunately perhaps for the laurels that might other- 
wise have wreathed the brows of Pisistratus of England, pri- 
vate conversation was stopped by the sudden and noisy 
entrance of Uncle Jack. No apparition could have been more 
unexpected. 

“Here I am, my dear friends. How d’ye do — how are you 
all? Captain de Caxton , yours heartily. Yes , I am released, 
thank heaven! I have given up the drudgery of that pitiful 
provincial paper. I was not made for it. An ocean in a tea- 
cup ! I was indeed — little , sordid , narrow interests — and I, 
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■whose heart embraces all humanity. You might as well turn a 
circle into an isolated triangle.” 

“ Isosceles I ” said my father, sighing as he pushed aside his 
.notes, and very slowly becoming aware of the eloquence that 
destroyed all chance of further progress that night in the 
Great Book. “Isosceles triangle. Jack Tibbets — not iso- 
lated.” 

“ Isosceles or isolated, it is all one,” said Uncle Jack, as he 
rapidly performed three evolutions, by no means consistent 
with his favourite theory of ‘the greatest happiness of the 
greatest number;’ — first, he emptied into the cup which he 
took from my mother’s hands, half the thrifty contents of a 
London cream-jug; secondly,he reduced the circle of a muffin, 
by the abstraction of three triangles, to as nearly an isosceles 
as possible; and thirdly, striding towards the fire, lighted in 
consideration of Captain de Caxton, and haoking his coat-tails 
under his arms, while he sipped his tea, he permitted another 
circle peculiar to humanity wholly to eclipse the luminary it 
approached. 

“Isolated or isosceles, it is all the same thing. Man is made 
for his fellow-creatures. I had long been disgusted with the 
interference of those selfish Squirearchs. Your departure de- 
cidedme. I have concluded negotiations with a London firm of 
spirit and capital, and extended views of philanthropy. On Sa- 
turday last I retired from the service of the oligarchy. I am 
now in my true capacity of protector of the million. My 
prospectus is printed — here it is in my pocket. — Another cup 
of tea, sister, a little more cream, and another muffin. Shall I 
ring ? ” Having disembarrassed himself of his cup and saucer. 
Uncle Jack then drew forth from his pocket a damp sheet of 
printed paper. In large capitals stood out “ The Anti-Mono- 
poly Gazette, or Popular Champion.” He waved it 
triumphantly before my father’s eyes. 


Digitized by Google 



151 


“Pisistratus,” said my father, “look here. This is the 
way your Uncle Jack now prints his pats of butter. — A cap 
of liberty growing out of an open book! Good! Jack, good! 
good!” 

“It is Jacobinical ! ” exclaimed the Captain. 

“Very likely,” said my father; “ but knowledge and free- 
dom are the best devices in the world , to print upon pats of 
butter intended for the market.” 

“Pats of butter! I don’t understand,” said Uncle Jack. 

“The less you understand, the better the butter will sell, 
Jack,” said my father, settling back to his notes. 


CHAPTER III. 

Uncle Jack had made up his mind to lodge with us , and 
my mother found some difficulty in inducing him to com- 
prehend that there was no bed to spare. 

“That ’s unlucky,” said he. “I had no sooner arrived in 
town than I was pestered with invitations ; but I refused them 
all, 'and kept myself for you.” 

“So kind in you! so like you!” said my mother; “but you 
see — ” 

“Well, then, I must be off and find a room; don’t fret, 
you know I can breakfast and dine with you , all the same ; 
that is, when my other friends will let me. I shall be dread- 
fully persecuted.” So saying. Uncle Jack repocketed his 
prospectus, and wished us good-night. 

The clock had struck eleven; my mother had retired; 
when my father looked up from his books , and returned his 
spectacles to their case. I had finished my work, and was 
seated over the fire , thinking now of Fanny Trevanion’s hazel 
eyes — now, with a heart that beat as hi^h at the thought, of 
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campaigns, battle-fields, laurels, and glory; while, with his 
arms folded on his breast and his head drooping. Uncle Ro- 
land gazed into the low clear embers. My father cast his eyes 
round the room, and after surveying his brother for some 
moments, he said almost in a whisper — 

“My son has seen the Trevanions. They remember us, 
Roland.” 

The Captain sprang to his feet, and began whistling; a 
habit with him when he was much disturbed. 

“And Trevanion wishes to see us. Pisistratus promised to 
give him our address : shall he do so , Roland ? ” 

“If you like it,” answered the Captain, in a military atti- 
tude, and drawing himself up till he looked seven feet high. 

“I should like it,” said my father mildly. “Twenty years 
since we met.” 

“More than twenty,” said my uncle, with a stem smile; 
“ and the season was — the fall of the leaf! ” 

“Man renews the fibre and material of his body every 
seven years,” said my father; “in three times seven years he 
has time to renew the inner man. Can two passengers in 
yonder street be more unlike each other, than the soul is to 
the soul after an interval of twenty years? Brother, the plough 
does not pass over the soil in vain, nor care over the human 
heart. New crops change the character of the land ; and the 
plough must go deep indeed before it stirs up the mother- 
stone.” 

“Let us see Trevanion,” cried my uncle; then, turning 
tome, he said, abruptly, “what family has he?” 

“One daughter.” 

“No son? ” 

“No.” 

“ That must vex the poor foolish ambitious man. Oho 1 
you admire this Mr. Trevanion much, eh? Yes; that fire of 
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manner, his fine words, and bold thoughts were made to 
dazzle youth*” 

“Fine words, my dear uncle! — fire! I<hould have said, 
in hearing Mr. Trevanion, that his style of conversation was 
so homely, you would wonder how he could have won such 
fame as a public speaker.” 

“Indeed!” 

“ The plough has passed there ,” said my father. 

“But not the plough of care: rich, famous, Ellinor his 
wife, and no son!” 

“It is because his heart is sometimes sad, that he would 
see us.” 

Roland stared first at my father, next at me. 

“Then,” quoth my uncle, heartily, “in God’s name let 
him come. I can shake him by the hand, as I would a brother 
soldier. Poor Trevanion ! Write to him at once, Sisty.” 

I sat down and obeyed. When I had sealed my letter, I 
looked up , and saw that Roland was lighting his bed candle at 
my father’s table ; and my father, taking his hand, said some- 
thing to him in a low voice. I guessed it related to his son, 
for he shook his head , and answered in a stem hollow voice, 
“Renew grief if you please — not shame. On that subject — 
silence!” 


CHAPTEE IV. 

Left to myself in the earlier part of the day, I wandered, 
wistful and lonely, through the vast wilderness of London. 
By degrees I familiarised myself with that populous solitude. 
I ceased to pine for the green fields. That active energy all 
around, at first saddening , became soon exhilarating, and at 
last contagious. To an industrious mind nothing is so catching 
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as industry! I began to grow weary of my golden holiday of 
unlaborious childhood, to sigh for toil, to look around me for 
a’career. The University, which I had before anticipated 
with pleasure, seemed now to fade into a dull monastic pro- 
spect: after having trod the streets of London, to wander 
through cloisters was to go back in life. Day by day, my mind 
grew sensibly within me; it came out from the rosy twilight of 
boyhood — it felt the doom of Cain , under the broad sun 
of man. 

Uncle Jack soon became absorbed in his new speculation 
for the good of the human race, and, except at meals, (where- 
at, to do him justice, he was punctual enough, though he 
did not keep us in ignorance of the sacrifices he made, and 
the invitations he refused, for our sake,) we seldom saw him. 
The Captain , too , generally vanished after breakfast ; seldom 
dined with us ; and it was often late before he returned. He 
had the latch-key of the house, and let himself in when he 
pleased. Sometimes (for his chamber was next to mime) his 
step on the stairs awoke me; and sometimes I heard him pace 
his room with perturbed strides, or fancied that I caught a 
low groan. He became every day more care-worn in appear- 
ance, and every day the hair seemed more gray. Yet he 
talked to us all easily and cheerfully ; and I thought that I was 
the only one in the house who perceived the gnawing pangs 
over which the stout old Spartan drew the decorous cloak. 

Pity, blended with admiration, made me curious to learn 
how these absent days , that brought nights so disturbed, were 
consumed. I felt that if I could master his secret, I might 
win the right both to comfort and to aid. 

I resolved at length, after many conscientious scruples, 
to endeavour to satisfy a curiosity, excused by its motives. 

' Accordingly, one morning, after watching him from the 
house, I stole in his track, and followed him at a distance. 
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And this was the outline of his day. He set off at first 
with a fiirm stride, despite his lameness his gaunt figure 
erect, the soldierly chest well thrown out from the threadbare 
but speckless coat. First, he took his way towards the 
purlieus of Leicester Square; several times, to and fro, did 
he pace the isthmus that leads from Piccadilly into that reser- 
voir of foreigners, and the lanes and courts that start thence 
towards St. Martin’s. After an hour or two so passed, the 
step became more slow ; and often the sleek napless hat was 
lifted up, and the brow wiped. At length he bent bis way 
towards the two great theatres , paused before the play-bills, 
as if deliberating seriously on the chances of entertainment 
they severally proffered, wandered slowly through the small 
streets that surround those temples of the muse , and finally 
emerged into the Strand. There he rested himself for an 
hour at a small cook-shop; and, as I passed the window, and 
glanced within, I could see him seated before the simple 
dinner , which he scarcely touched, and poring over the ad- 
vertisement columns of the Times. The Times finished, .and 
a few morsels distastefully swallowed, the Captain put down 
his shilling in silence, received his pence in exchange, and I 
had just time to slip aside as he reappeared at the threshold. 
He looked round as he lingered , but I took care he should 
not detect me; and then struck off towards the more fashion- 
able quarters of the town. It was now the afternoon, and, 
though not yet the season, the streets swarmed with life. As 
he came into Waterloo Place, a slight figure buttoned up 
across the breast, like his own, cantered by on a handsome 
bay horse — every eye was on that figure. Uncle Roland 
stopped short, and lifted his hand to his hat; the rider 
touclied his own with his fore-finger, and cantered on,— 
Uncle Roland turned round and gazed. 


Digitized by Google 



156 


“Who/* Tasked, of a shop-boy just before me, who was 
also staring with all his eyes — “who is that gentleman on 
horseback?” 

“Why, the Duke, to be sure,” said the boy, contemp- 
tuously. 

“The Duke?” 

“Wellington — stu-pid!” 

“Thank you,” said I meekly. Uncle Roland had moved 
on into Regent Street, but with a brisker step the sight of 
the old chief had done the old soldier good. Here again 
he paced to and fro ; till I, watching him from the other side of 
the way, was ready to drop with fatigue , stout walker though 
I was. But the Captain’s day was not half done. He took 
out his watch, put it to his ear, and then, replacing it, passed 
into Bond Street, and thence into Hyde Park. There, evi- 
dently wearied out, he leant against the rails, near the 
bronze statue, in an Attitude that spoke despondency. I 
seated myself on the grass near the statue and gazed at him: 
the park was empty compared with the streets, but still there 
were some equestrian idlers and many foot-loungers. My 
uncle’s eye turned wistfully on each: once or twice, some 
gentleman of a military aspect (which I had already learned 
to detect) stopped, looked at him, approached and spoke; 
but the Captain seemed as if ashamed of such greetings. He 
answered shortly, and turned again. 

The day waned — evening came on — the Captain again 
looked at his watch — shook his head, and made his way to a 
bench, where he sat perfectly motionless; his hat over his 
brows, his arms folded; till uprose the moon. I had tasted 
nothing since breakfast; I was famished, but I still kept my 
post like an old Roman sentinel. 
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At length the Captain rose, and reentered Piccadilly; but 
how diderent his mien and bearingl languid, stooping, his 
chest sunk — his head inclined — his limbs dragging one after 
the other, his lameness painfully perceptible. What a con- 
trast in the broken Invalid at night, from the stalwart veteran ' 
of the morning! 

How I longed to spring forward to offer my arml but I did 
not dare. 

The Captain stopped near a cab-stand. He put his hand in 
his pocket — he drew out his purse — he passed his fingers 
over the net- work ; the purse slipped again into the pocket, 
and as if with a heroic effort, my uncle drew up his head, and 
walked on sturdily. 

“Where next?” thought I. “Surely home! No, he is 
pitiless.” 

The Captain stopped not till he arrived at one of the small 
theatres in the Strand; then he read the bill, and asked if 
half-price was begun. “Just begun,” was the answer, and 
the Captain entered. I also took a ticket and followed. 
Passing by the open doors of a refreshment room, I fortified 
myself with some biscuits and soda water. And in another 
minute, for the first time in my life I beheld a play. But the 
play did not fascinate me. It was the middle of some jocular 
after-piece, roars of laughter resounded round me. I could 
detect nothing to laugh at, and sending my keen eyes into 
every comer, I perceived at last, in the uppermost tier, one 
face as saturnine as my own. Eureka! It was the Captain’s 1 
“Why should he go to a play if he enjoys it so little?” thought 
I : “ better have spent a shilling on a cab , poor old fellow I ” 

But soon came smart- looking men, and still smarter- 
looking ladles, around the solitary comer of the poor Captain. 

He grew fidgety — he rose — he vanished, I left my place, 
and stood without the box to watch for him. Down stairs 
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he stumped — I recoiled into the shade; and alfler standing a 
moment or two, as in doubt, he entered boldly the refresh- 
ment room, or saloon. 

Now, since I had left that saloon, it had become crowded, 
and I slipped in unobserved. Strange was it, grotesque, yet 
pathetic, to mark the old soldier in the midst of that gay 
swarm. He towered above all like a Homeric hero, a head 
taller than the tallest; and his appearance was so remarkable, 
that it invited the instant attention of the fair. I, in my sim- 
plicity, thought it was the natural tenderness of that amiable 
and penetrating sex, ever quick to detect trouble, and 
anxious to relieve it, that induced three ladies, in silk attire — 
^ one having a hat and plume, the other two with a profusion 
of ringlets — to leave a little knot of gentlemen with whom 
they were conversing, and to plant themselves before my 
uncle. I advanced through the press to hear what passed. 

“You are looking for some one, I ’m sure,” quoth one 
familiarly, tapping his arm with her fan. 

The Captain started. “Ma’am, you are not wrong,” 
said he. 

“Can I do as well?” said one of those compassionate 
angels, with heavenly sweetness. 

“You are very kind, I thank you: no, no. Ma’am,” said 
tlie Captain, with his best bow. 

“Do take a glass of negus,” said another, as her friend 
gave way to her. “You seem tired, and so am I. Here, this 
way ; ” and she took hold of his arm to lead him to the table. 
The Captain shook his head mournfully; and then, as if 
become suddenly aware of the nature of the attention so 
lavislied on him, he looked down upon these fair Armidas 
with a look of such mild reproach — such sweet compassion — 
not shaking off the band in his chivalrous devotion to the sex, 
which extended even to all its outcasts — that each bold eye 
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fell abashed. The hand was timidly and involuntarily with< 
drawn from the arm, and my uncle passed his way. 

He threaded the crowd, passed out at the farther door, 
and I, guessing his intention, was in waiting fm: his steps in 
the street. 

**Now home at last, thank heaven 1 ” thought I. Mistaken 
still 1 My uncle went first towards that popular haunt, which 
I have since discovered is called “ the Shades ; ” but he soon 
re-emerged, and finally he knocked at the door of a private 
house, in one of the streets out of St. James’s. It was opened 
jealously, and closed as he entered, leaving me without. 
>Vhat could this house be? As I stood and watched, some 
other men approached, — again the low single knock, — again 
the jealous opening, and the stealthy entrance. 

A policeman passed and repassed me. Don’t be tempted, 
young man,” said he, looking hard at me: ** take my advice, 
and go home.” 

“ What is that house, then? ” said I, with a sort of shudder 
at this ominous warning. 

“Oh, you know.” 

“Not I. I am new to London.” 

“It is a hell,” said the policeman — satisfied, by my frank 
manner, that I spoke the truth. 

“God bless me, — a whatl I could not have heard you 
rightly?” 

“ A hell ; a gambling-house 1 ” 

“Ohl” and I moved on. Could Captain Roland, the 
rigid, the thrifty, the penurious, be a gambler? The light 
broke on me at once; the unhappy father sought his son! 
I leant against the post, and tried hard not to sob. 

By-and-by, I heard the door open: the Captain came out 
and took the way homeward. I ran on before, and got in 
first, to the inexpressible relief both of father and mother, 
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who had not seen me since breakfast, and who were in eqnal 
consternation at my absence. I submitted to be scolded with 
a good grace. “I had been sight-seeing, and lost my way;” 
begged for some supper, and slunk to bed; and five minutes 
afterwards the Captain's jaded step came wearily up the 
stairs. 
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PART VI. 


CHAPTER I. 

“I don’t know that said my father. » 

“WTiat is it my father does not know? My father does 
not know that ‘ happiness is our being’s end and aim.’ ” 

And pertinent to what does my father reply, by words so 
sceptical, to an assertion so little disputed? 

Reader, Mr. Trevanion has been half-an-hour seated in 
our little drawing-room. He has received two cups of tea 
from my mother’s fair hand; he has made himself at home. 
With Mr. Trevanion has come another old friend of my 
father’s, whom he has not seen since he left college — Sir 
Sedley Beaudesert. 

Now, you must understand that it is a warm night, a little 
after nine o’clock — a night between departing summer and 
approaching autumn — the windows are open — we have a 
balcony, which my mother has taken care to fill with flowers — 
the air, though we are in London, is sweet and fresh — the 
street quiet, except that an occasional carriage or hackney 
cabriolet rolls rapidly by — a few stealthy passengers pass to 
and fro noiselessly on their way homeward. We are on classic 
ground — near that old and venerable Museum, the dark 
monastic pile, with its learned treasures, which the taste of 
the age had spared then — and the quiet of the temple seems 
to hallow the precincts ; Captain Roland is seated by the fire- 
place, and though there is no fire , he is shading his face with 
The Caxtons. I. 1 1 
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a handscreen; my father and Mr. Trevanion have drawn their 
chairs close to each other in the middle of the room; Sir 
Sedley Beaudesert leans against the wall near the window, 
and behind my mother, who looks prettier and more pleased 
than usual, since her Austin has his old friends about him; 
and I , leaning my elbow on the table , and my chin upon my 
hand , am gazing with great admiration on Sir Sedley Beau- 
desert. 

O rare specimen of a race fast decaying 1 — specimen of 
the true fine gentleman t ere the word dandy was known , and 
before exquisite became a noun substantive — let Aie here 
pause to describe thee! Sir Sedley Beaudesert was the con- 
temporary of Trevanion and my father; but, without affecting 
to be young, he still seemed so. Dress, tone, look, manner 
— all were young — yet all had a certain dignity which does 
not belong to youth. At the age of five-and-twenty, he had 
won what would have been fame to a French marquis of the 
old regime, viz. — he was “the most charming man of his 
day” — the most popular with our sex — the»most favoured, 
my dear lady reader, with yours. It is a mistake, I believe, 
to suppose that it does not require talent to become the 
fashion; at all events, Sir Sedley was the fashion, and he 
had talent. He had travelled much , he had read much — 
especially in memoirs, history, and belles-lettres — he made 
verses with grace and a certain originality of easy wit and 
courtly sentiment — he conversed delightfully — he was 
polished and urbane in manner — he was brave and honour- 
able in conduct; in words he could flatter — in deeds he was 
sincere. 

Sir Sedley Beaudesert had never married. Whatever his 
years, he was still young enough in looks to be married for 
love. He was high-born, he was rich; he was, as I have 
said , popular ; yet on his fair features there was an expression 
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of melancholy; and on that forehead — pure from the lines 
of ambition, and free from the weight of study — there was 
the shadow of unmistakeable regret. 

“I don’t know that,” said my father; “I have never yet 
fonnd in life one man who made happiness his end and aim. 
One wants to gain a fortune, another to spend it — one to get 
a place, another to build a name; but they all know very well 
that it is not happiness they search for. No Utilitarian was 
ever actuated by self-interest, poor man, when he sate down 
to scribble his unpopular crotchets to^ prove self- interest 
universal. . And as to that notable distinction — between 
self-interest vulgar and self-interest enlightened — the more 
the self-interest is enlightened, the less we are influenced by 
it. If you tell the young man who has just written a fine book 
or made a fine speech , that he will not be any happier if he 
attain to the fame of Milton, or the power of Pitt, and that, 
for the sake of his own happiness, he had much better cultivate 
a farm , live in the country, and postpone to the last the days 
of dyspepsia and gout, he will answer you fairly, — ‘I am 
quite as sensible of that as you are. But I am not thinking 
whether or not I shall be happy. I have made up my mind to 
be, if I can , a great author or a prime minister.’ So it is with 
all the active sons of the world. To push on is the law of 
nature. And you can no more say to men and to nations than 
to children , — ‘ Sit still , and don’t wear out your shoes ! ’ ” 
“Then,” said Trevanion, “if I tell you I am not happy, 
your only answer is , that I obey an inevitable law.” 

“Nol I don’t say that it is an inevitable law that man 
should not be happy; but it is an inevitable law that a man, in 
spite of himself, should live for something higher than his own 
happiness. He cannot live in himself or for himself, however 
egotistical he may try to be. Every desire he has links him 
with others. Man is not a machine — he is a part of one.” 

11 * 
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“True, brother, he is a soldier, not an army,” said Captain 

Roland. 

« 

“Life is a drama, not a monologue,” pursued my father. 
“Drama is derived from a Greek verb, signif}ing to do. 
Every actor in the drama has something to do, which helps 
on the progress of the whole: that is the object for which 
the Author created him. Do your part, and let the Great Play 
get on.” 

“Ah! ” said Trevanion briskly, “but to do the part is the 
difficulty! Every actor helps to the catastrophe, and yet 
must do his part without knowing how all is to end. Shall he 
help the curtain to fall on a tragedy or a comedy? Come, 
I will tell you the one secret of my public life — that which 
explains all its failure (for, in spite of my position, I have 
failed) and its regrets — I.want conviction I*' 

“Exactly,” said my father; “because to every question 
there are two sides, and you look at them both.” 

“You have said it,” answered Trevanion, smiling also. 
“For public life a man should be one-sided; he must act with 
a party ; and a party insists that the shield is silver, when , if it 
will take the trouble to turn the comer, it will see that the 
reverse of the shield is gold. Wo to the man who makes that 
discovery alone, while his party are still swearing the shield is 
silver, and that not once in his life, but every night!” 

“You have said quite enough to convince me that you 
ought not to belong to a party, but not enough to convince me 
why you should not be happy,” said my father. 

“Do you remember,” said Sir Sedley Beaudesert, “an 
anecdote of the first Duke of Portland? He had a gallery in 
the great stable of his villa in Holland, where a concert was 
given once a- week, to cheer and amuse his horses ! I have no 
doubt the horses thrived all the better for it. What Trevanion 
wants is a concert once a- week. With him it is always saddle 


Digitized by Google 



165 


and spur. Yet, after all, who would not envy him? If life 
be a drama, his name stands high in the play-bill, and is printed 
in capitals on the walls.” 

“Envy ME ! ” cried Trevanion — “me! — ’no, you are the 
enviable man — you who have only one grief in the world, 
and that so absurd a one, that I will make you blush by dis- 
closing it. Hear, O sage Austin! — O sturdy Koland! — 
Olivares was haunted by a spectre, and Sedley Beaudesert by 
the dread of old age ! ” 

“W^l,” said my mother seriously, “ I do think it requires 
a great sense of religion, or, at all events, children of one’s 
own, in whom one is young again, to reconcile one’s self to 
becoming old.” 

“My dear Ma’am,” said Sir Sedley, who had slightly 
coloured' at Trevanion’s charge, but had now recovered his 
easy self-possession, “you have spoken so admirably that you 
give me courage to confess my weakness. I do dread to be 
old. All the joys of my life have been the joys of youth. 
I have had so exquisite a pleasure in the mere sense of living, 
that old age, as it comes near, terrifies me by its dull eyes 
and gray hairs. I have lived the life of the butterfly. Summer 
is over, and I see my flowers withering; and my wings are 
chilled by the first airs of winter. Yes, I envy Trevanion; 
for, in public life, no man is ever young; and while he can 
work he is never old.” 

“My dear Beaudesert,” said my father, “when St. Amable, 
patron saint of Biom, in Auvergne, went to Rome, the sun 
waited upon him as a servant, carried his cloak and gloves for 
him in the heat, and kept off the rain, if the weather changed, 
like an umbrella. You want to put the sun to the same use; 
you are quite right; but then, you see, you must first be a 
saint before you can be sure of the sun as a servant.” 

Sir Sedley smiled charmingly; but the smile changed to a 
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sigh as he added, “I don’t think I should much mind being a 
saint if the sun would be my sentinel instead of my courier. 
I want nothing of him but to stand still. You see he moved 
even for St. Amable. My dear Madam, you and I understand 
each other; and it is a very hard thing to grow old, do what 
one will to keep young.” 

“What say you, Roland, of these two malcontents? ” asked 
my father. The Captain turned uneasily in his chair, for the 
rheumatism was gnawing his shoulder, and sharp pains were 
shooting through his mutilated limb. ^ 

“1 say,” answered Roland, “that these men are wearied 
with marching from Brentford to Windsor — that they have 
never known the bivouac and the battle.” 

Both the grumblers turned their eyes to the veteran: the 
eyes rested first on the furrowed , care-worn lines on his eagle 
face — then they fell on the stiff, outstretched cork limb — 
and then they turned away. 

Meanwhile my mother had softly risen, and, under pre- 
tence of looking for her work on the table near him, bent over 
the old soldier, and pressed his hand. 

“Gentlemen,” said my father, “I don’t think my brother 
ever heard of Nichocorus, the Greek comic writer; yet he 
has illustrated him very ably. Saith Nichocorus, ‘the best 
cure for drunkenness is a sudden calamity.’ For chronic 
drunkenness, a continued course of real misfortune must be 
very salutary! ” 

No answer came from the two complainants ; and my father 
took up a great book. 
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CHAPTER II. 

“My friends,” said my father, looking up from his book, 
and addressing himself to his two visitors, “I know of one 
thing, milder than calamity, that would do you both a great 
deal of good.” 

“What is that?”, asked Sir Sedley. 

“A saffron bag, worn at the pit of the stomach ! ” 

“Austin, my dear!” said my mother reprovingly. 

My.Yather did not heed the interruption, but continued 
gravely, — “Nothing is better for the spirits ! Roland is in no 
want of saffron, because he is a warrior; and the desire of 
fighting, and the hope of victory, infuse such a heat into 
the spirits as is profitable for long life, and keeps up the 
system.” 

“Tut!” said Trevanion. 

“But gentlemen in your predinan\^t must have recourse 
to artificial means. Nitre in broth, fo^^^stance — about three 
grains to ten — (cattle fed upon nitre grow fat); or earthy ► • 
odours — such as exist in cucumbers and cabbage. , A certain 
great lord had a clod of fresh earth, laid in a napkin, put 
under his nose every morning after sleep. Light anointing of 
the head with oil, mixed with roses and salt, is not bad; but, 
upon the whole, I prescribe the saffron bag at the” — 

“Sisty, my dear, will you look for my scissors?” said my 
mother. 

“What nonsense are you talking! Question, question!” 
cried Mr. Trevanion. ' 

“Nonsense!” exclaimed my father, opening his eyes; 

“I am giving you the advice of Lord Bacon. — You want con- 
viction — conviction comes from passion — passion from the 
spirits — spirits from a saffron bag. You, Beaudesert, on the 
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other hand, want to keep youth. He keeps youth longest 
who lives longest. Nothing more conduces to longevity than 
a saffron bag, provided always it is worn at the — ” 

“ Sisty, my thimble ! ” said my mother. 

“You laugh at us justly,” said Beaudesert, smiling; “and 
the same remedy, I dare say, would cure us both!” 

“Yes,” said my father, “there is no doubt of that. In the 
pit of the stomach is that great central web of nerves called 
the ganglions ; thence they affect the head and the heart. Mr. 
Squills proved that to us, Sisty.” 

“Yes,” said I; “but I never heard Mr. Squills Uflk of a 
saffron bag.” 

“ Oh, foolish boy ! it is not the saffron bag — it is the belief 
in the saffron bag. Apply belief to the centre of the nerves, 
and all will go well,” said my father. 


CHAPTER m. 

“But it is a devil of a thing to have too nice a conscience !” 
quoth the member of Parliament. 

“And it is not an angel of a thing to lose one’s front teeth !” 
sighed the fine gentleman. 

Therewith my father rose, and, putting his hand into his 
waistcoat, more suo, delivered his fomous 

SERMON UPON THE CONNEXION BETWEEN FAITH AND 

PURPOSE. 

Famous it was in our domestic circle. But as yet, it has 
not gone beyond. And since the reader, I am sure, does not 
turn to the Caxton Memoirs with the expectation of finding 
sermons, so to that circle let its fame be circumscribed. All 
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I shall say about it is, that it was a very fine sermon, and that 
it proved indisputably, to me at least, the salubrious effects 
of a saffron bag applied to the great centre of the nervous 
system. But the wise All saith, that ‘*a fool doth not know 
what maketh him look little, neither will he hearken to him 
that adviseth him.” I cannot assert that my father’s friends 
were fools, but they certainly came under this definition of 
Folly. 


CHAPTER IV. 

For therewith arose not conviction but discussion; Tre- 
vanion was logical, Beaudesert sentimental. My father held 
firm to the saffron bag. When James the First dedicated to 
the Duke of Buckingham his Meditation on the Lord’s Prayer, 
he gave a very sensible reason for selecting his grace for that 
honour, — “For,” (saith the king) “it is made upon a very 
short and plaine prayer, and, therefore, the fitter for a 
courtier, for courtiers are for the most part thought neither 
to have lust nor leisure to say long prayers ; liking best court e 
messe et long disner.” I suppose it was for a similar reason 
that my father persisted in dedicating to the member of par- 
liament and the fine gentleman, this “short and plaine” mo- 
rality of his — to wit, the saffron bag. He was evidently 
persuaded, if he could once get them to apply that, it was 
all that was needful; that they had neither lust nor leisure for 
longer instructions. And this saffron bag, — it came down 
with such a whack, at every round in the argument! You 
would have thought my father one of the old plebeian com- 
batants in the popular ordeal, who, forbidden to use sword 
and lance, fought with a sand-bag tied to a flail: a very 
stunning weapon it was when filled only with sand ; but a bag 
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filled with saffron, — it was irresistible! Though my father 
had two to one against him, they could not stand such a deuce 
of a weapon. And after tuts and pishes innumerable from 
Mr. Trevanion , and sundry bland grimaces from Sir Sedley 
Beaudesert, they fairly gave in, though they would not own 
they were beaten. 

“Enough,” said the member, “I see that you don’t com- 
prehend me ; I must continue to move by my own impulse.” 
My father’s pet book was the Colloquies of Erasmus ; he 
was wont to say that those Colloquies furnished life with illus- 
trations in every page. Out of the Colloquies of Erasmus he 
now answered the member : — 

“Rabirius, wanting hie servant Syrus to get up,” quoth my 
father, “ cried out to him to move. ‘I do move,’ said Syrus. 
*I see you move,’ replied Rabirius, ‘but you mom nothing.’ 
To return to the saffron bag, — ” 

“ Confound the saffron bag 1 ” cried Trevanion in a rage ; 
and then, softening his look as he drew on his gloves, he 
turned to my mother, and said, with more politeness than was 
natural to, or at least customary, with him : — 

“By the way, my dear Mrs. Caxton, I should tell you that 
Lady Ellinor comes to town to-morrow, on purpose to call on 
you. We shall be here some little time, Austin; and though 
London is so empty, there are still some persons of note to 
whom I should like to introduce you, and yours — ” 

“Nay,” said my father, “ your world and my world are not 
the same. Books for me, and men for you. Neither Kitty 
nor I can change our habits, even for friendship; she has a 
great piece of work to finish, and so have I. Mountains 
cannot stir, especially when in labour; but Mahomet can come 
to the mountain as often as he likes.” 

Mr. Trevanion insisted, and Sir Sedley Beaudesert mildly 
put in his own claims; both boasted acquaintance with literary 
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men, -whom my father would, at all events, be pleased to meet. 
My father doubted whether he could meet any literary men 
more eloquent than Cicero, or more amusing than Aristo- 
phanes ; and observed, that if such did exist, he would rather 
meet them in their books than in a drawing-room. In fine, he 
was immovable ; and so also, with less argument, was Captain 
Holand. 

Then Mr, Trevanlon turned to me. 

“Your son, at all events, should see something of the 
world.” 

My mother’s soft eyes sparkled. 

“My dear friend, I thank you,” said my father, touched; 
“ and Pisistratus and I will talk it over.” 

Our guests had departed. All four of us gathered to the 
open window, and enjoyed in silence the cool air and the 
moonlight. 

“Austin,” said my mother at last, “I fear it is for my sake 
that you refuse going amongst your old friends : you knew I 
should be frightened by such fine people, and — ” 

“And. we have been happy for more than eighteen years 
without them, Kitty 1 My poor friends arc not happy, and we 
are. To leave well alone is a golden rule worth all in Pytha- 
goras. The ladies of Bubastis, my dear, a place in Egypt 
where the cat was worshipped, always kept rigidly aloof from 
the gentlemen in Athribis , who adored the shrewmice. Cats 
are domestic animals, — your shrewmice are sad gadabouts: 
you can’t find a better model, my Kitty, than the ladies of 
Bubastis! ” 

“How Trevanion is altered!” said Roland, musingly — 
“he who was so lively and ardent! ” 

“He ran too fast up-hill at first, and has been out of breath 
ever since,” said my father. 
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“And Lady Ellinor; ” said Roland, hesitatingly, “shall you 
see her to-morrow? ” 

“Yesl” said my father, calmly. 

As Captain Roland spoke, something in the tone of his 
question seemed to flash a conviction on my mother’a heart, — 
the woman there was quick; she drew back, turning pale, 
even in the moonlight, and fixed her eyes on my father, while 
I felt her hand which had clasped mine tremble convulsively. 

I understood her. Yes, this Lady Ellinor was the early 
rival whose name till then she had not known. She fixed her 
eyes on my father, and at his tranquil tone and quiet look she 
breathed more freely, and sliding her hand from mine rested it 
fondly on his shoulder. A few moments afterwards, I and 
Captain Roland found ourselves standing alone by the 
window. 

“You are young, nephew,” said the Captain; “and you 
have the name of a fallen family to raise. Your father does 
well not to reject for you that opening into the great world 
which Trevanion offers. As for me, my business in London 

seems over: I cannot find what I came to seek. I have sent 

♦ 

for my daughter; -when she arrives I shall return to my old 
tower; and the man and the ruin will crumble away to- 
gether.” 

“Tush, uncle! I must work hard and get money; and then 
we will repair the old tower, and buy back the old estate. My 
father shall sell the red brick house; we will fit him up a 
library in the keep; and we will all live united, in peace, and 
in state, as grand as our ancestors before us.” 

While I thus spoke, my uncle’s eyes were fixed upon a 
corner of the street, where a figure, half in shade half in 
moonlight^ stood motionless. “Ah!” said I following his 
eye, “I have observed that man, two or three times , pass up 
and down the street on the other side of the way, and turn his 
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head towards our window. Our guests were with us then, and 
my father in full discourse , or I should have — ” 

Before I could finish the sentence, my uncle, stifling an 
exclamation, broke away, hurried out of the room, stumped 
down the stairs, and was in the street, while I was yet rooted 
to the spot with surprise. I remained at the window, and my 
eye rested on the figure. I saw the Captain, with his bare head 
and his gray hair, cross the street ; the figure started, turned 
the comer, and fled. 

Then I followed my uncle, and arrived in time to save him 
from falling: he leant his head on my breast, and I heard him 
murmur, — “It is he — it is he! He has watched usl — he 
repents I ” 


CHAPTER V. 

The next day Lady Ellinor called; but to my great disap- 
pointment without Fanny. 

Whether or not some joy at the incident of the previous 
night had served to rejuvinate my uncle, I know not, but he 
looked to me ten years younger when Lady Ellinor entered. 
How carefully the bu^oned up coat was brushed 1 how new 
and glossy was the black stock 1 The poor Captain was restored 
to his pride , and mighty proud he looked I With a glow on his 
cheek , and a fire in his eye ; his head thrown back , and his 
whole air composed, severe, Mavortian and majestic, as if 
awaiting the charge of the French cuirassiers at the head of his 
detachment. 

My father, on the contrary, was as usual (till dinner, whem 
he always dressed punctiliously, out of respect to his Kitty) in 
his easy morning gown and slippers; and nothing but a certain 
compression in his lips which had lasted all the morning, 
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evinced his anticipation of the visit, or the emotion it caused 
him. 

Lady Ellinor behaved beautifully. She could not conceal ' 
a certain nervous trepidation, when she first took the hand my 
father extended; and, in touching rebuke of the Captain’s 
stately bow, she held out to him the hand left disengaged, 
with a look which brought Roland at once to her side. It was 
a desertion of his colours to which nothing, short of Ney’s 
shameful conduct at Napoleon’s return from Elba, affords a 
parallel in history. Then, without waiting for introduction, 
and before a word indeed was said. Lady Ellinor came to my 
mother so cordially, so caressingly — she threw into her smile, 
voice, manner, such winning sweetness, that I, intimately 
learned in my poor mother’s simple loving heart, wondered 
how she refrained from throwing her arms round Lady EUi- 
nor’s neck, and kissing her outright. It must have been a 
great conquest over herself not to do it! My turn came next; 
and talking to me , and about me, soon set all parties at their 
ease — at least apparently. 

What was said I cannot remember: I do not think one of 
us could. But an hour slipped away, and there was no gap in 
the conversation. 

With curious interest, and a survey I strove to make im- 
partial, I eompared Lady Ellinor with my mother. And I 
comprehended the fascination which the high-bom lady must, 
in their earlier youth, have exercised over both brothers, so 
dissimilar to each other. For charm was the characteristic of 
Lady Ellinor — a charm indefinable. It was not the mere 
grace of refined breeding, though that went a great way; it 
was a charm that seemed to spring from natural sympathy. 
Whomsoever she addressed, that person appeared for the 
moment to engage all her attention, to interest her whole 
mind. She had a gift of conversation very peculiar. She 
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made what she said like a continnatlon of what was said to her. 


She seemed as if she had entered into your thoughts, and 
talked them aloud. Her mind was evidently cultivated with 
great care, but she was perfectly void of pedantry. A hint, 
an allusion, sufficed to show how much she knew, to one well 
instructed, without mortifying or perplexing the ignorant. 
Yes , there , probably was the only woman my father had ever 
met who could be the companion to his mind, walk through 
the garden of knowledge by his side , and trim the flowers 
while he cleared the vistas. On the other hand , there was an 
inborn nobility in Lady EUinor’s sentiments that must have 
struck the most susceptible chord in Roland’s nature, and the 
sentiments took eloquence from the look , the mien, the sweet 
dignity of the very turn of the head. Yes , she must have been 
a fitting Orinda to a young Amadis. It was not hard to see 
that Lady Ellinor was ambitious — that she had a love of 
fame, for fame itself — that she was proud — that she set 
value (and that morbidly) on the world’s opinion. This was 
perceptible when she spoke of her husband, even of her 
daughter. It seemed to me as if she valued the intellect of the 
one, the beauty of the other, by the gauge of the social dis- 
tinction or the fashionable iclat. She took measure of the 


gift, as I was taught at Dr. Herman’s to take measure of the 
height of a tower — by the length of the shadow it cast upon 
the ground. 

My dear father, with such a wife you would never have 
lived eighteen years, shivering on the edge of a Great Book! 

My dear uncle, with such a wife you would never have been 
contented with a cork leg and a Waterlooo medal 1 And I 
understand why Mr. Trevanion, “eager and ardent” as ye say 
he was in youth, with a heart bent on the practical success of 
life, won the hand of the heiress. Well, you see Mr. Tre- 
vanion has contrived not to be happy! By the side of my 
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listening, admiring mother, with her blue eyes moist, and her 
coral lips apart. Lady EUinor looks faded. Was she ever as 
pretty as my mother is now? Never. But she was much 
handsomer. What delicacy in the outline, and yet how de- 
cided in spite of the delicacy 1 The eyebrow so defined — the 
profile slightly aquiline, so clearly cut — with the curved 
nostril, which, if physiognomists are right, shows sensibility so 
keen ; and the classic lip that, but for that dimple, would be so 
haughty. But wear and tear are in that face. The nervous 
excitable temper has helped the fret and cark of ambitious life. 
My dear uncle, I know not yet your private life. But as for 
my father, I am sure that, though he might have done more on 
earth, he would have been less fit for heaven, if he had mar- 
ried Lady EUinor. 

At last this visit — dreaded, lam sure, by three of the 
party, was over, but not before I had promised to dine at the 
Trevanions’ that day. 

When we were again alone , my father threw off a long 
breath , and looking round him cheerfuUy , ^aid , “ Since Pisis- 
tratus deserts us , let us console ourselves for his absence — 
send for brother Jack, and aU four go down to Richmond to 
drink tea. ” 

“ Thank you, Austin, ” said Roland. “ But I don’t want it, 
I assure youl” 

“ Upon your honour? ” said my father in a half whisper. 

“ Upon my honour. ” 

“ Nor I either 1 So Kitty, Roland, and I wiU take a walk, 
and be back in time to see if that young Anachronism looks as 
handsome as his new London-made clothes wiU aUow him. 
Properly speaking, he ought to go with an apple in his hand, 
and a dove in his bosom. 'But now I think of it, that was 
luckily not the fashion with the Athenians tiU the time of Al- 
cibiades 1 ” 
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CILVPTER VI. 

You may judge of the effect that my dinner at Mr. Tre- 
vanion's, with a long conversation after it with Lady Ellinor, 
made upon my mind , when, on my return home, after having 
satisfied all questions of parental curiosity, I said nervously, 
and looking down, — “My dear father, — I should like very 
much, if you have no objection, — to — to — ” 

“ What, my dear ? ” asked my father kindly. 

“ Accept an offer Lady Ellinor has made me , on the part of 
Mr. Trevanion. He wants a secretary. He is kind enough 
to excuse my inexperience, and declares I shall do very well, 
and can soon get into his ways. Lady Ellinor says (I continued 
with dignity) tliat it will be a great opening in public life for 
me; and at all events, my dear father, I shall see much of 
the world, and learn what I really think will be more useful 
to me than any thing they will teach me at college. ” 

My mother looked anxiously at my father. “It will indeed 
be a great thing for Sisty ,” said she timidly; and then taking 
courage she added — “And that is just the sort of life he is 
formed for — ” 

“ Hem ! ” said my uncle. 

My father rubbed his spectacles thoughtfully, and replied, 
after a long pause , — 

“You may be right, Kitty: I don’t think Pisistratus is 
meant for study; action will suit him better. But what does 
this office lead to?” 

“Public employment. Sir,” said I boldly; “the service of 
my country. ” 

“If that be the case,” quoth Roland, “I have not a word 
to say. But I should have thought that for a lad of spirit, a 
descendant of the old De Caxtons , the army would have — ” 
The Cartons. I. 13 
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“The army!” exclaimed my mother, clasping her hands, 
and looking involuntarily at my uncle’s cork leg. 

“The army!” repeated my father peevishly. “Bless my 
soul, Roland, you seem to think man is made for nothing else 
but to be shot at ! You would not like the army , Pisistratus ? ” 

“ Why, Sir, not if it pained you and my dear mother ; other- 
wise, indeed — ” 

“Papffil” said my father interrupting mo. “This all 
comes of your giving the boy that ambitious, uncomfortable 
name, Mrs. Caxton ; what could a Pisistratus be but the plague 
of one’s life? That idea of serving his country is Pisistratus 
ipslssimus all over. If ever I have another son , (Dii meliora !) 
he has only got to be called Eratostratus , and then he will be 
burning down St. Paul’s; which I believe was, by the way, first 
made out of the stones of the temple of Diana! Of the two, 
certainly, you had better serve your country with a goose-quill 
than by poking a bayonet into the ribs of some unfortunate 
Indian ; — I don’t think there are any other people whom the 
service of one’s country makes it necessary to kill just at pre- 
sent, — eh, Roland?” 

“It is a very fine field, India,” said my uncle, senten- 
tiously. “It is the nursery of captains.” 

“Is it? Those plants take up a great deal of ground, then, 
that might be more profitably cultivated. And , indeed , con- 
sidering that the tallest captains in the world will be ultimately 
set into a box not above seven feet at the longest, it is asto- 
nishing what a quantity of room that species of arbor mortis 
takes in the growing ! However, Pisistratus , to return to your 
request, I will think it over, and talk to Trevanion.” 

“Or rather to Lady Ellinor,” said I imprudently: my 
mother slightly shivered, and took her hand from mine. I felt 
cut to the heart by the slip of my own tongue. 
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“That, I think, your mother could do best,” said my 
father, drily, “if she wants to be quite convinced that some- 
body will see that your shirts are lured. Fori suppose they 
mean you to lodge at Trevanion’s.” 

“Oh, no!” cried my mother. “He might as well go to 
college then. I thought he was to stay with us ; only go in the 
morning, but, of course, sleep here.” 

“If I know any thing of Trevanion,” said my father, “his 
secretary will be expected to do without sleep. Poor boy, 
you don’t know what it is you desire. And yet, at your age, 
I — ” my father stopped short. “No!” he renewed abruptly, 
after a long silence, and as if soliloquising. “No, man is 
never wrong while he lives for others. The philosopher who 
contemplates from the rock, is a less noble image than the 
sailor who struggles with the storm. Why should there be 
two of us? And could he be an alter ego , even if I wished it? 
impossible!” My father turned on his chair, and, laying the 
left leg on the right knee, said smilingly, as he bent down to 
look me full in the face; “But, Pislstratus, will you promise 
me always to wear the saffron bag? ” 


CHAPTER VII. 

I NOW make a long stride in my narrative. I am domesti- 
cated with the Trevanions. A very short conversation with 
the statesman sufficed to decide my father; and the pith of 
it lay in this single sentence uttered by Trevanion — “I pro- 
mise you one thing — he shall never be idle ! ” 

Looking back, I am convinced that my father was right, 
and that he understood my character, and the temptations 
to which I Was most prone, when he consented to let me 
resign college and enter thus prematurely on the world of 

12 * 
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men. I was naturally so joyous, that I should have made 
college life a holiday, and then, in repentance, worked 
myself into a phthisis. 

And my father, too, was right, that, though I could study, 
I was not meant for a student. 

After all, the thing was an experiment. I had time to 
spare: if the experiment failed, a year’s delay would not 
necessarily be a year’s loss. 

I am ensconced, then, at Mr. Trevanion’s. I have been 
there some months — it is late in the winter — parliament 
and the season have commenced. I work hard — Heaven 
knows, harder than I should have worked at college. Take 
a day for a sample. 

Trevanion gets up at eight o’clock, and in all weathers 
rides an hour before breakfast; at nine he takes that meal in 
his wife’s dressing-room; at half-past nine he comes into his 
study. By that time he expects to find done by his secretary 
the work I am about to describe. 

On coming home, or rather before going to bed, which 
is usually after three o’clock, it is Mr. Trevanion’s habit to 
leave on the table of the said study a list of directions for the 
secretary. The following, which I take at random from many 
I have preserved, may show their multifarious nature: — 

1. Look out in the Reports — Commitee House of Lords for the Iasi 
seven years — all that is said about the growth of flax — mark the 
passages for me. 

2. Do do— “ Irish Emigration." 

3. Hunt out second volume of Karnes’s History of Man, passage con- 
taining “Reid’s Logic” — don’t know where the book is! 

4 . How does the line beginning “Lumina conjurent, inter” something, 
end? Is it in Gray? See! 

6. Fracastorius writes — “Quantum hoc infecit vitium, quot adiverit 
urbes.” Query, Ought it not, in strict Grammar, to be — infecerit 
instead of infecit t — if you don't know, write to father. 
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6. Write the four letters in full from the notes 1 leave, i. «. about the 
Ecclesiastical Courts. 

7. Look out Population Returns — strike average of last five jears 
(between mortality and births), in Devonshire and Lancashire. 

8. Answer these six begging-letters; “ No civilly. 

9. The other six, to constituents — that 1 have no interest with Go- 
vernment.” 

10. See, if you have lime, whether any of the new books on the round 
table are not trash. 

fl. I want to know all about Indian corn ! 

12. Longinus says something, somewhere, in regret for uncongenial 
pursuits, (public life, I suppose) — what is it? N.B. Longinus is 
not in my London Catalogue , but is here I know — I think in a bo-X 
in the lumber-room. 

13. Set right the calculation I leave on the poor-rates. I have made a 
blunder somewhere, die. die. 


Certainly my father knew Mr. Trevanion; he never ex- 
pected a secretary to sleep I To have all the above ready by 
half-past nine, I get up by candle-light. At half-past nine f 
am still hunting for Longinus, when Mr. Trevanion comes in 
with a bundle of letters. 

Answers to half the stud letters fall to my share. Direc- 
tions verbal — in a species of short-hand talk. While I write, 
Mr. Trevanion reads the newspapers — examines what I have 
done — makes notes therefrom, some for Parliament, some 
for conversation, some for correspondence — skims over the 
Parliamentary papers of the morning — and jots down direc- 
tions for extracting, abridging, and comparing them, with 
others, perhaps twenty years old. At eleven he walks down 
to a Committee of the House of Commons — leaving me plenty 
to do — till half-past three, when he returns. At four, Fanny 
puts her head into the room — and I lose mine. Four days in 
the week Mr. Trevanion then disappears for the rest of the 
day, — dines at Bellamy’s or a club — expects me at the 
House at eight o’clock, in case he thinks of something, wants 
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a fact or a quotation. He then releases me — generally with 
a fresh list of instructions. But I have my holidays, never- 
theless. On Wednesdays and Saturdays Mr. Trevanion gives 
dinners, and I meet the mdst eminent men of the day — on 
both sides. For Trevanion is on both sides himself — or on 
no side at all, which comes to the same thing. On Tuesdays, 
Lady Ellinor gives me a ticket for the Opera, and I get there 
at least in time for the ballet. I have already invitations 
enough to balls and soirees, for l am regarded as an only son 
of great expectations. I am treated as becomes a Caxton 
who has the right, if he pleases, to put a De before his name. 
I have grown very smart. I have taken a passion for dress — 
natural to eighteen. I like every thing I do, and every one 
about me. I am over head and ears in love with Fanny Tre- 
vanion — who breaks my heart, nevertheless; for she flirts 
with two peers, a life-guardsman, three old members of par- 
liament, Sir Sedley Beaudesert, one ambassador, and all his 
attaches, and, positively, (the audacious minx!) with a 
bishop, in full wig and apron, who, people say, means to 
marry again. 

Fisistratus has lost colour and flesh. His mother says he 
is very much improved, — that he takes to be the natural 
effect produced by Stulta and Hoby. Uncle Jack says he is 
“fined down.” 

His father looks at him, and writes to Trevanion, — 

“DearT. — I refused a salary for my son. Give him a 
horse, and two hours a day to ride it. Yours, A. C.” 

The next day I am master of a pretty bay mare, and riding 
by the side of Fanny Trevanion. Alas I alas 1 
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CHAPTER Vni. 

1 HAVE not mentioned my Unde Roland. He is gone — 
abroad — to fetch his daughter. He has stayed longer than 
was expected. Does he seek his son still — there as here? / 
My father has finished the first portion of his work, in two 
great volumes. Uncle Jack, who for some time has been 
looking melancholy, and who now seldom stirs out, except on 
Sundays, (on which days we all meet at my father’s and dine 
together) — Uncle Jack, I say, has undertaken to sell it. 

“Don’t be over sanguine,” says Uncle Jack, as he locks up 
the MS. in two red boxes with a slit in the lids, which belonged 
to one of the defunct companies. “Don’t be over sanguine 
as to the price. These publishers never venture much on a 
first experiment. They must be talked even into looking at 
the book.” 

“Oh!” said my father, “if they will publish it at all, and 
at their own risk, I should not stand out for any other terms. 
‘Nothing great,’ said Dryden, ‘ever came from a venal 
pen!’” 

“An uncommonly foolish observation of Dryden’s,” re- 
turned Uncle Jack: “he ought to have known better.” 

“So he did,” siud I, “for he used his pen to fill his 
pockets — poor man ! ” 

“But the pen was not venal, master Anachronism,” said 
my father. “A baker is not to be called venal if he sells his 
loaves — he is venal if he sells himself: Dryden only sold his 
loaves.” 

“And we must sell yours,” said Uncle Jack emphatically. 

“ A thousand pounds a volume will be about the mark, eh ? ” 

“A thousand pounds a volume?” cried my father 
“Gibbon, I fancy, did not receive more.” 
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“Very likely; Gibbon had not an Uncle Jack to look 
after his interests,” said Mr. Tibbets, laughing, and rubbing 
those smooth hands of his. “No! two thousand pounds 
the two volumes! — a sKcrifice, but still I recommend 
moderation.” 

“I should be happy, indeed, if the book brought in any 
thing,” said my father, evidently fascinated — “for that 
young gentleman is rather expensive; and you, my dear 
Jack ; — perhaps half the sum may be of use to you ! ” 

“ To me 1 my dear brother,” cried Uncle Jack — “ to me 1 
why, when my new speculation has succeeded, I shall bo 
a millionnairel” 

“Have you anew speculation, Uncle?” said I anxiously. 
“What is it?” 

“Mum!” said my uncle, putting his finger to his lip , and 
looking all round the room — “Mom !! Mum !!! ” 

PisiSTRATUS. — “A Grand National Company for blowing 
op both Houses of Parliament ! ” 

Mr. Caxton. — “Upon my life, I hope something newer 
than that; for they, to judge by the newspapers , don’t want 
brother Jack’s assistance to blow up each other! ” 

Uncle Jack, mysteriously. — “Newspapers! you don’t 
often read a newspaper, Austin Caxton ! ” 

Mr. Caxton. — “Granted, John Tibbets! ” 

Uncle Jack. — “But if my speculation make you read a 
newspaper every day?” 

Mr. Caxton, astounded. — “Make me read a newspaper 
every day! 

Uncle Jack, warming, and expanding his hands to the 
fire. — “As big as the Times! ” 

Mr. Caxton, uneasi!y. — “Jack, you alarm me!” 

Uncle Jack. — “And made you write in it, too, — a 
leader! ” 
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Mr. Caxton, pushing back his chair, seizes the only 
■weapon at his command, and hurls at Uncle Jack a great 
sentence of Greek. — “Toi»? fnv yaq uvai /aAjzroi)?, 6aa x«» 

av&QoinoipaYfiv 1 ” * 

Uncle Jack, nothing daunted. — “Ay, and put as much 
Greek as you like into it ! ” 

Mr, Caxton, relieved, and softening. — “My dear Jack, 
you are a great man, — let us hear you 1 ’ ’ 

Then Uncle Jack began. Now, perhaps my readers may 
have remarked that this illustrious speculator was really for- 
tunate in his ideas. His speculations in themselves always had 
something sound in the kernel, considering how barren they 
were in the fruit; and this it was that made him so dangerous. 
The idea Uncle Jack had now got hold of will, I am con- 
vinced, make a man’s fortune one of these days ; and I relate 
it with a sigh, in thinking how much has gone out of the 
family. Know, then, it was nothing less than setting up a 
daily paper on the plan of the Times, but devoted entirely to 
Art, Literature, and Science — Mental Progress in short; 
I say on the plan of the Times, for it was to Imitate the 
mighty machinery of that diurnal illuminator. It was to be 
the Literary Salmoneus of the political Jupiter: and rattle its 
thunder over the bridge of knowledge. It was to have cor- 
respondents in all parts of the globe; every thing that related 
to the chronicle of the mind, from the labour of amissionary 
in the South Sea islands, or the research of a traveller in 
pursuit of that mirage called Tlmbuctoo, to the last new novel 
at Paris, or the last great emendation of a Greek particle at a 
German university, was to find a place in this focus of light. 

• “Some were so barbarous as to eat their own species." The 
sentence refers to the Scythians, and is in Strabo. 1 mention the au- 
thority , for Strabo is not an author that any man engaged on a less work 
than the History of Human Error is expected to have by heart. 
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It was to amuse, to instruct, to interest — there was nothing 
it was not to do. Not a man in the whole reading public, not 
only of the three kingdoms, not only of the British empire, 
but under the cope of heaven, that it was not to touch some- 
where, in head, in heart, or in pocket. The most crotchety 
member of the intellectual community might find his own 
hobby in those stables. 

“Think,” cried Uncle Jack — “think of the march of 
mind — think of the passion for cheap knowledge — think 
how little quarterly, monthly, weekly journals can keep pace 
with the main wants of the age. As well have a weekly journal 
on politics, as a weekly journal on all the matters still more 
interesting than politics to the mass of the public. My Literary 
Times once started , people will wonder how they had ever 
lived without it! Sir, they have not lived without it — they 
have vegetated — they have lived in holes and caves like the 
Troggledikes.” 

“Troglodytes,” said my father mildly — “from trogle, 
a cave — and dumi , to go under. They lived in Ethiopia, 
and had their wives in common.” 

“As to the last point, I don’t say that the Public, poor 
creatures, are as bad as that,” said Uncle Jack candidly; 
“but no simile holds good in all its points. And the public 
are not less Troggledummies, or whatever you call them, 
compared with what they will be when living under the full 
light of my Literary Times. Sir, it will be a revolution in the 
world. It will bring literature out of the clouds into the par- 
lour, the cottage, the kitchen. The idlest dandy, the finest 
fine lady, will find something to her taste ; the busiest man 
of the mart and counter will find some acquisition to his prac- 
tical knowledge. The practical man will see the progress of 
divinity, medicine, nay, even law. Sir, the Indian will read 
me under the banyan; I shall be in the seraglios of the East; 
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and over my sheets the American Indian will smoke the 
calumet of peace. We shall reduce politics to its proper level 
in the affairs of life — raise literature to its due place in the 
thoughts and business of men. It is a grand thought; and my 
heart swells with pride while I contemplate it 1 ” 

“My dear Jack,” said my father, seriously, and rising 
with emotion, “it is a grand thought, and I honour you for it ! 
You are quite right — it would be a revolution ! It would 
educate mankind insensibly. Upon my life, I should be proud 
to write a leader, or a pari^aph. Jack, you will immortalise 
yourself 1 ” 

“I believe I shall,” said Uncle Jack, modestly; “but 
I have not said a word yet on the greatest attraction of 
all — ” 

“Ah! and that — ” 

“The Advertisements!” cried my uncle, spreading his 
hands, with all the fingers at angles, like the threads of a 
spider’s web. “The advertisements — oh, think of them! — 
a perfect El Dorado. The advertisements. Sir, on the most 
moderate calculation, will bring us in f 50,000 a-year. My 
dear Pisistratus, I shall never marry, you are my heir. Em- 
brace me!” 

So saying, my Uncle Jack threw himself upon me, and 
squeezed out of breath the prudential demur that was rising to 
my lips. 

My poor mother, between laughing and sobbing, faltered 
out — “ And it is my brother who will pay back to his son all, 
all he gave up for me! ” 

While my father walked to and fro the room, more ex- 
cited than ever I saw him before, muttering, — “A sad useless 
dog I have been hitherto ! I should like to serve the world ! 
I should indeed! ” 

Uncle Jack had fairly done it this time! Ho had found 
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out the only bait in the world to catch so shy a carp as my 
father — “ hceret letkalis arundo.” I saw that the deadly hook 
was within an inch of my father’s nose, and that he was gazing 
at it with a fixed determination to swallow. 

But if it amused my father? Boy that 1 was, I saw no 
further. I must own I myself was dazzled, and perhaps, with 
childlike malice, delighted at the perturbation of my betters. 
The young carp was pleased to see the waters so playfully in 
movement, when the old carp waved his tail, and swayed him- 
self on his fins. 

“Muml” said Uncle Jack, releasing me: “not a word to 
Mr. Trevanion, to any one.” 

“ But why ? ” 

“Why? God bless my soul. Why? If my scheme gets 
•wind, do you suppose some one will not clap on sail to be 
before me? You frighten me out of my senses. Promise me 
faithfully to be silent as the grave — ” 

“I should like to hear Trevanion’s opinion too — ” 

“As well hear the town-crier 1 Sir, I have trusted to your 
honour. Sir, at the domestic hearth all secrets are sacred. 
Sir, I—” 

“My dear Uncle Jack, you have said quite enough. Not 
a word will I breathe 1 ” 

“I ’m sure you may trust him. Jack,” said my mother. 

“And I do trust him — with wealth untold,” replied my 
uncle. “May I ask you for a little water — with a trifle of 
brandy in it — and a biscuit, or indeed a sandwich. This 
talking makes me quite hungry.” 

My eye fell upon Uncle Jack as he spoke. Poor Uncle 
Jack, he had grown thin ! 
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CHAPTER I. 

Saith Dr. Luther, “When I saw Dr. Gode begin to tell 
his puddings hanging in the chimney, I told him he would not 
live long! ” 

I wish I had copied that passage from “The Table Talk” 
in large round hand, and set it before my father at breakfast, 
the morn preceding that fatal eve in which Uncle Jack per- 
suaded him to tell his puddings. 

Yet, now I think of it. Uncle Jack hung the puddings 
in the chimney, — but he did net persuade my father to tell 
them. 

Beyond a vague surmise that half the suspended “ tomacu- 
la” would furnish a breakfast to Uncle Jack, and that the 
youthful appetite of Pisistratus would despatch the rest, my 
father did not give a thought to the nutritious properties of 
'the puddings , — in other words , to the two thousand pounds 
which, thanks to Mr. Tibbets, dai^gled down the chimney. 
So far as the Great Work was concerned, my father only cared 
for its publication, not its profits. I will not say that he might 
not hunger for praise, but I am quite sure that he did not 
care a button for pudding. Nevertheless, it was an infaust 
' and sinister augury for Austin Caxton, the very appearance, 
the very suspension and danglement of any puddings what- 
soever, right over his ingle-nook, when those puddings were 
made by the sleek hands of Uncle Jack! None of the 
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puddings which he, poor man, had all his life been stringing, 
whether from his own chimneys, or the chimneys of other 
people, had turned out to be teal puddings, — they had 
always been the eidola, i\iQ Srscheinungen, the phantoms and 
semblances of puddings. I question if Uncle Jack knew 
much about Democritus of Abdera. But he was certainly 
tainted with the philosophy of that fanciful sage. He peopled 
the air with images of colossal stature, which impressed all his 
dreams and divinations, and from whose influences came his 
very sensations and thoughts. His whole being, asleep or 
waking, was thus but the reflection of great phantom pud- 
dings ! 

As soon as Mr. Tibbets had possessed himself of the two 
volumes of the “History of Human Error,” he had neces- 
sarily established that hold upon my father which hitherto 
those lubricate hands of his had failed to effect. He had 
found what he had so long sighed for in vain, his poin/ d'apput, 
wherein to fix the Archimedean screw. He fixed it tight 
in the “History of Human Error,” and moved the Caxtonian 
world. 

A day or two after the conversation recorded in my last 
chapter, I saw Uncle Jack coming out of the mahogany doors 
of my father’s banker; and, from that time , there seemed no 
reason why Mr. Tibbets should not visit his relations on week-' 
days as well as Sundays. Not a day, indeed, passed but what 
he held long conversations with my father. He had much to 
report of his intcr.Yiews with the publishers. In these con- 
versations he naturklly recurred to that grand idea of the 
“Literary Times” which had so dazzled my poor father’s 
imagination ; and having heated the iron , Uncle Jack was too 
knowing a man not to strike while it was hot. 

When I think of the simplicity my wise father exhibited 
in this crisis of his life, I must own that I am less moved by 
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pity than admiration for that poor great-hearted student. We 
have seen that out of the learned indolence of twenty years, 
the ambition which is the instinct of a man of genius had 
emerged; the serious preparation of the Great Book for the 
perusal of the world, had insensibly restored the claims of 
that noisy world on the sUent individual. And therewith came 
a noble remorse that he had hitherto done so little for his 
species. Was it enough to write quartos upon the past history 
of Human Error? Was it not his duty, when the occasion 
was fairly presented, to enter upon that present, daily, hourly, 
war with Error — which is the sworn chivalry of Knowledge ? 
St. George did not dissect dead dragons, he fought the live 
one. And London, with that magnetic atmosphere which 
in great capitals fills the breath of life with stimulating par- 
ticles, had its share in quickening the slow pulse of the 
student. In the country, he read but his old authors, and 
lived with them through the gone ages. In the city, my 
father, during the intervals of repose from the Great Book, 
and still more now that the Great Book had come to a 
pause, — inspected the literature of his own time. It had a 
prodigious effect upon him. He was unlike the ordinary’ run 
'of scholars , and , indeed , of readers for that matter — who, 
in their superstitious homage to the dead, are always willing 
enough to sacrifice the living. He did justice to the mar- 
vellous fertility of intellect which characterises the authorship 
of the present age. By the present age, I do not only mean 
the present day, I commence with the century. “What,” 
said my father one day in dispute with Trevanion — “what 
characterises the literature of our time is — its human interest. 
It is true that we do not see scholars addressing scholars , but 
men addressing men , — not that scholars are fewer, but that 
the reading public is more large. Authors in all ages address 
themselves to what interests their readers ; the same things do 
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not interest a vast community which interested half a score 
of monks or bookworms. The literary polls was once an 
oligarchy, it is now a republic. It is the general brilliancy of 
the atmosphere which prevents your noticing the size of any 
particular star. Do you not see, that with the cultivation of 
the masses has awakened the Literature of the Affections? 
Every sentiment finds an expositor, evefy feeling an oracle. 
Like Eplmenides, I have been sleeping in a cave; and, 
waking, I see those whom I left children are bearded men; 
and towns have sprung up in the landscapes which I left as so- 
litary wastes.” 

Thence, the reader may perceive the causes of the change 
which had come over my father. As Robert Hall says, I 
think, of Dr. Kippis, “he had laid so many books at the top 
of his head, that the brains could not move.” But the elec- 
tricity had now penetrated the heart, and the quickened 
vigour of that noble organ enabled the brain to stir. Mean- 
while, I leave my father to these influences, and to the con- 
tinuous conversations of Uncle Jack, and proceed with the 
thread of my own egotism. 

Thanks to Mr. Trevanion, my habits were not those which 
favour friendships with the idle ; but I formed some acquaint- 
ances amongst young men a few years older than myself, who 
held subordinate situations in the public offices, or were 
keeping their terms for the bar. There was no want of ability 
amongst these gentlemen; but they had not yet settled into 
the stem prose of life. Their busy hours only made them 
more disposed to enjoy the hours of relaxation. And when 
we got together, a very gay, light-hearted set we were 1 We 
had neither money enough to be very extravagant, nor leisure 
enough to be very dissipated; but we amused ourselves not- 
withstanding. My new friends were wonderfully erudite in all 
matters connected with the theatres. From an opera to a 
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ballet, from Hamlet to the last farce from the French, they 
had the literature of the stage at the finger-ends of their 
straw-coloured gloves. They had a pretty large acquaint- 
ance with actors and actresses, and were perfect ^a/po/u/t 
in the minor scandals of the day. To do them justice, how- 
ever, they were not indifferent to the more masculine know- 
ledge necessary in “ this wrong world.” They talked as fami- 
liarly of the real actors of life as of the sham ones. They 
could adjust to a hair the rival pretensions of contending 
statesmen. They did not profess to be deep in the mysteries 
of foreign cabinets, (with the exception of one young gen- 
tleman connected with the Foreign Office, who prided himself 
on knowing exactly what the Russians meant to do with India 
— when they got it!); but to make amends, the majority of 
them had penetrated the closest secrets of our own. It is true 
that, according to a proper subdivision of labour, each took 
some particular member of the government for his special ob- 
servation; just as the most skilful surgeons, however pro- 
foundly versed in the general structure of our frame, rest 
their anatomical fame on the light they throw on particular 
parts of it, — one man taking the brain, another the duo- 
denum, a third the spinal cord, while a fourth , perhaps, is a 
master of all the symptoms indicated by a pensile finger. Ac- 
cordingly, one of my friends appropriated to himself the 
Home Department; another the Colonies ; and a third, whom 
we all regarded as a future Talleyrand, (or a de Retz at least,) 
had devoted himself to the special study of Sir Robert Peel, 
and knew, by the way in which that profound and inscrutable 
statesman threw open his coat, every thought that was passing 
in his breast 1 Whether lawyers or officials, they all had a 
great idea of themselves — high notions of what they were to 
be , rather than what they were to do , some day. As the king 
of modem fine gentlemen said of himself, in paraphrase of 
The Caxtons. /. 13 
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Voltaire , “ they had letters in their pockets addressed to Pos- 
terity, — which the chances were, however, that they might 
forget to deliver.” Something “priggish” there might be 
about some of them; but, on the whole, they were far more 
interesting than mere idle men of pleasure. There was about 
them , as features of a general family likeness , a redundant 
activity of life — a gay exuberance of ambition — a light- 
hearted earnestness when at work — a schoolboy’s enjoyment 
of the hours of play. 

A great contrast to these young men was Sir Sedley Beau- 
desert , who was pointedly kind to me , and whose bachelor’s 
house was always open to me after noon; Sir Sedley was 
visible to no one, but his valet, before that hour. A perfect 
bachelor’s house it was, too — with its windows opening on 
the Park , and sofas niched into the windows , on which you 
might loll at your ease , like the philosopher in Lucretius , 

“Despicere unde queas alios, passimque videre, 

Errare,” — 

And see the gay crowds ride to and fro Rotten Row — without 
the fatigue of joining them, especially if the wind was in the 
east. 

There was no affectation of costliness , or what the uphol- 
sterers call recherche f about the rooms, but a wonderful ac- 
cumulation of comfort. Every patent chair that proffered a 
variety in the art of lounging, found its place there ; and near 
every chair a little table, on which you might deposit your 
book or your coffee-cup, without the trouble of moving more 
than your hand. In winter, nothing warmer than the quilted 
curtains and Axminster carpets can be conceived. In summer, 
nothing airier and cooler than the muslin draperies and the 
Indian mattings. And I defy a man to know to what perfection 
dinner may be brought, unless he had dined with Sir Sedley 
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Beaudesert. Certainly, If that distinguished personage had 
but been an egotist, he had been the happiest of men. But, 
unfortunately for him, he was singularly amiable and kind- 
hearted. He had the bonne digestion, but not the other re- 
quisite for worldly felicity — the mauvais eceur. He felt a 
sincere pity for every one else who lived in rooms without 
patent chairs and little coffee tables — whose windows did not 
look on the Park, with sofas niched into their recesses. As 
Henry IV. wished every man to have his pot au/eu, so Sir 
Sedley Beaudesert, if he could have had his way, would have 
every man served with an early cucumber for his fish, and a 
caraffe of iced water by the side of his bread and cheese. He 
thus evinced on politics a naive simplicity , which delightfully 
contrasted his acuteness on matters of taste. I remember his 
saying, in a di8Cussion"'on the Beer Bill, “The poor ought 
not to be allowed to drink beer, it is so particularly rheumatic I 
The best drink in hard work is dry champagne — (not mous- 
seux.') I found that out when I used to shoot on the moors.” 

Indolent as Sir Sedley was, he had contrived to open an 
extraordinary number of drains on his wealth. 

First, as a landed proprietor, there was no end to appli- 
cations from distressed farmers, aged poor, benefit societies, 
and poachers he had thrown out of employment by giving up 
his preserves to please his tenants. 

Next, as a man of pleasure, the whole race of womankind 
had legitimate demands on him. From a distressed duchess, 
whose picture lay perdu under a secret spring of his snuff-box, 
to a decayed laundress, to whom he might hava paid a com- 
pliment on the perfect involutions of a frill, it was quite suffi- 
cient to be a daughter of Eve to establish a just claim on Sir 
Sedley’s inheritance from Adam. 

Again, as an amateur of art, and a respectful servant of 
every muse, all whom tl»e public had failed to patronise — 

13 * 
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painter, actor, poet, musician — turned, like dying sun- 
flowers to the sun, towards the pitying smile of Sir Sedley 
Beaudesert. Add to these the general miscellaneous multi- 
tude, who ‘had heard of Sir Sedley’s high character for bene- 
volence,’ and one may well suppose what a very costly repu- 
tation he had set up. In fact, though Sir Sedley could not 
spend on what might fairly be called “himself,” a fifth part of 
his very handsome income, I have no doubt that he found it 
difficult to make both ends meet at the close of the year. That 
he did so , he owed perhaps to two rules which his philosophy 
had peremptorily adopted. He never made debts, and he 
never gambled. For both these admirable aberrations from 
the ordinary routine of fine gentlemen, I believe he was in- 
debted to the softness of his disposition. He had a great com- 
passion for a wretch who was dunned. “Poor fellow 1” he 
would say, “it must be so painful to him to pass his life in 
saying No.” So little did he know about that class of pro- 
misers, — as if a man dunned ever said Nol As Beau Brum- 
mell, when asked if he was fond of vegetables, owned that he 
had once eat a pea, so Sir Sedley Beaudesert owned that he 
had once played high at piquet. “I was so unlucky as to win,” 
said he, referring to that indiscretion, “and 1 shall never 
forget the anguish on the face of the man who paid me. Un- 
less I could always lose, it would be a perfect purgatory to 
play.” 

Now nothing could be more different in their kinds of be- 
nevolence than Sir Sedley and Mr. Trevanion. Mr. Treva- 
nion had a great contempt for individual charity. He rarely 
put his hand into his purse — he drew a great cheque on his 
bankers. Was a congregation without a church, or a village 
without a school, or a river without a bridge, Mr. Trevanion 
set to work on calculations', found out the exact sum required 
by an algebraic x — y , and paid it as he would have paid his 
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butcher. It must be owned that the distress of a man , whom 
he allowed to be deserving, did not appeal to him in vain. But 
it is astonishing how little he spent in that way. For it was 
hard, indeed, to convince Mr. Trevanion that a deserving 
man ever was in such distress as to want charity. 

That Trevanion, nevertheless, did infinitely more real 
good than Sir Sedley, I believe; but he did it as a mental 
operation — by no means as an impulse from the heart. I am 
sorry to say that the main difference was this, — distress 
always seemed to accumulate round Sir Sedley, and vanish 
from the presence of Trevanion, Where the last came , with 
his busy, active, searching mind, energy woke, improve- 
ment sprang up. Where the first came, with his warm kind 
heart , a kind of torpor spread under its rays ; people lay down 
and basked in the liberal sunshine. Nature in one broke forth 
like a brisk sturdy winter, in the other like a lazy Italian 
summer. Winter is an excellent invigorator, no doubt, but 
we all love summer better. 

Now, it is a proof how loveable Sir Sedley was, that I loved 
him , and yet was jealous of him. Of all the satellites round 
my fair Cynthia, Fanny Trevanion, I dreaded most this ami- 
able luminary. It was in vain for me to say with the insolence 
of youth that Sir Sedley Beaudesert was of the same age as 
Fanny’s father; — to see them together he might have passed 
for Trevanion’s son. No one amongst the younger generation 
was half so handsome as Sir Sedley Beaudesert. He might 
be eclipsed at first sight by the showy effect of more redun- 
dant locks and more brilliant bloom. But he had but to speak, 
to smile , in order to throw a whole cohort of dandies into the 
shade. It was the expression of his countenance that was so 
bewitching; there was something so kindly in its easy candour, 
its benign good-nature. And he understood women so well ! 
He flattered their foibles so insensibly ; he commanded their 


Digitized by Coogle 



198 


affection with so gracious a dignity. Abore all, what with 
his accomplishments, his peculiar reputation, his long celi- 
bacy, and the soft melancholy of his sentiments, he always 
contrived to interest them. There was not a charming woman 
by whom this charming man did not seem just on the point of 
being caught ! It was like the sight of a splendid trout in a 
transparent stream, sailing pensively to and fro your fly, in a 
will and a won’t sort of way. Such a trout ! it would be a 
thousand pities to leave him, when evidently so well disposed! 
That trout, fair maid, or gentle widow, would have kept you 
— whipping the stream and dragging the fly — from morn to 
dewy eve. Certainly I don’t wish worse to my bitterest foe, of 
five-and-twenty than such a rival as Sedley Beaudesert at 
seven-and-forty. 

Fanny, indeed, perplexed me horribly. Sometimes I 
fancied she liked me; but the fancy scarce thrilled me with 
delight before it vanished in the frost of a careless look, or the 
cold beam of a sarcastic laugh. Spoiled darling of the world 
as she was, she seemed so innocent in her exuberant hap- 
piness, that one forgot all her faults in that atmosphere of joy 
which she diffused around her. And despite her pretty in- 
solence, she* had so kind a woman’s heart below the surface! 
When she once saw that she had pained you, she was so soft, 
so winning, so humble, till she had healed the wound. But 
then, if she saw she had pleased you too much, the little witch 
was never easy till she had plagued you again. As heiress to 
so rich a father, or rather, perhaps, mother, (for the fortune 
came from Lady Ellinor,) she was naturally surrounded with 
admirers not wholly disinterested. She did right to plague 
them — but ME ! Poor boy that I was, why should I seem more 
disinterested than others ! how should she perceive all that lay 
hid in my young deep heart? Was I not in all worldly pre- 
tensions the least worthy of her suitors, and might 1 not seem. 
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therefore, the most mercenarj ? I who never thought of her 
fortune, or, if that thought did come across me, it was to make 
me start and turn pale! And then it vanished at her first 
glance , as a ghost from the dawn. How hard it is to convince 
youth, that sees all the world of the future before it, and 
covers that future with golden palaces, of the inequalities of 
life! In my fantastic and sublime romance, I looked out into 
that Great Beyond, saw myself orator, statesman, minister, 
ambassador — Heaven knows what; laying laurels, which I 
mistook for rent-rolls, at Fanny’s feet. 

Whatever Fanny might have discovered as to the state of 
my heart, it seemed an abyss not worth prying into by either 
' Trevanion or Lady Ellinor. The first, indeed, as may be 
supposed, was too busy to think of such trifles. And Lady 
Ellinor treated me as a mere boy — almost like a boy of her 
own, she was so kind to me. But she did not notice much the 
things that lay immediately around her. In brilliant conver- 
sation with poets, wits, and statesmen — in sympathy with the 
toils of her husband — or proud schemes for his aggrandise- 
ment , Lady Ellinor lived a life of excitement* Those large 
eager shining eyes of hers, bright with some feverish dis- 
content, looked far abroad as if for new worlds to conquer — 
the world at her feet escaped from her vision. She loved her 
daughter, she was proud of her, trusted in her with a superb 
repose — she did not watch over her. Lady Ellinor stood 
alone on a mountiun, and amidst a cloud. 


CHAPTER U. 

One day the Trevanions had all gone into the country, 
on a visit to a retired minister, distantly related to Lady 
Ellinor, and who was one of the few persons Trevanion him- 
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self condescended to consult. I had almost a holiday. I 
went to call on Sir Sedley Beaudesert. I had always longed 
to sound him on one subject, and had never dared. This time 
I resolved to pluck up courage. 

“Ah, my young friendl” said he, rising from the con- 
templation of a villanous picture by a young artist, which he 
had just benevolently purchased, “I was thinking of you this 
morning — Wait a moment. Summers, (this to the valet.) Be 
so good as to take this picture, let it be packed up, and go 
down into the country. It is a sort of picture,” he added, 
turning to me , “ that requires a large house. I have an old 
gallery with little casements that let in no light. It is astonish- 
ing how convenient I have found it! ” As soon as the picture ‘ 
was gone. Sir Sedley drew along breath as if relieved; and 
resumed more gaily — 

“Yes, I was thinking of you; and if you will forgive any 
interference in your affairs — from your father’s old friend — 

I should be greatly honoured by your permission to ask Tre- 
vanion what he supposes is to be the ultimate benefit of the 
horrible labours he inflicts upon you — ” 

“But, my dear Sir Sedley, I like the labours; I am per- 
fectly contented — ” 

“Not to remain always secretary to one who, if there were 
no business to be done among men, would set about teaching 
the ants to build hills upon better architectural principles! 
My dear Sir, Trevanion is an awful man, a stupendous man, 
one catches fatigue if one is in the same room with him three 
minutes! At your age, an age that ought to be so happy,” 
continued Sir Sedley, with a compassion perfectly angelic, 
“it is sad to see so little enjoyment! ” 

“But, Sir Sedley, I assure you that you are mistaken. 

I thoroughly enjoy myself; and have I not heard even you 
confess that one may be idle and not happy? ” 
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“I did not confess that till I was on the wyong side of 
forty,” said Sir Sedley, with a slight shade on his brow. 

“Nobody would ever think you were on the wrong side of 
forty 1” said I with artful flattery, winding into my subject. 
“Miss Trevanion for instance — ” 

I paused — Sir Sedley looked hard at me, from his bright 
dark-blue eyes. “Well, Miss Trevanion for instance ? 

“Miss Trevanion, who has all the best-looking fellows in 
London round her, evidently prefers you to any of them.” 
I said this with a great gulp. I was obstinately bent on plumb- 
ing the depth of my own fears. 

Sir Sedley rose ; he laid his hand kindly on mine and said, 
“Do not let Fanny Trevanion torment you even more than her 
father does! — ” 

“ I don’t understand you. Sir Sedley 1 ” 

“But if I understand you, that is more to the purpose. 
A girl like Miss Trevanion is cruel till she discovers she has a 
heart. It is not safe to risk one’s own with any woman till she 
has ceased to be a coquette. My dear young friend, if you 
took life less in earnest, I should spare you the pain of these 
hints. Some men sow flowers , some plant trees — you are 
planting a tree under which yon will soon find that no flower 
will grow. Well and good, if the tree could last to bear fruit 
and give shade ; but beware lest you have to tear it up one day 
or other, for then — what then? why, you will find your 
whole life plucked away with its roots ! ” 

Sir Sedley said these last words with so serious an 
emphasis, that I was startled from the confusion I had felt 
at the former part of his address. He paused long, tapped 
his snuflT-box, inhaled a pinch slowly, and continued with his 
more accustomed sprightliness. 

“Go as much as you can into the world — again I say 
‘enjoy yourself.’ And again I ask, what is all this labour to 
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do for you? On some men, far less eminent than Trevanion, 
it would impose a duty to aid you in a practical career, to 
secure you a public employment — not so on him. He would 
not mortgage an inch of his independence by asking a favour 
from a minister. He so thinks occupation the delight of life, 
that he occupies you out of pure affection. He does not 
trouble his head about your future. He supposes your father 
will provide for that, and does not consider that meanwhile 
your work leads to nothing ! Think over all this. I have now 
bored you enough.” 

I was bewildered — I was dumb: these practical men 
of the world, how they take us by surprise 1 Here had I come 
to sound SirSedley, and here was 1 plumbed, gauged, mea- 
sured, turned inside out, without having got an inch beyond 
the surface of that smiling, dSbonnair, unruffled ease. Yet 
with his invariable delicacy, in spite of all this horrible frank- 
ness, Sir Sedley had not said a word to wound what he might 
think the more sensitive part of my amour propre — not a 
word as to the inadequacy of my pretensions to think seriously 
of Fanny Trevanion. Had we been the Celadon and Chloe 
of a country village , he could not have regarded us as more 
equal, so far as the world went. And for the rest, he rather 
insinuated that poor Fanny, the great heiress, was not worthy 
of me, than that I was not worthy of Fanny. 

I felt that there was no wisdom in stammering and blushing 
out denials and equivocations ; so I stretched my hand to Sir 
Sedley, took up my hat, — and went. Instinctively I bent 
my way to my father’s house. I had not been there for many 
days. Not only had I had a great deal to do in the way of 
business , but I am ashamed to say that pleasure itself had so 
entangled my leisure hours , and Miss Trevanion especially 
so absorbed them, that, without even uneasy foreboding, 
I had left my father fluttering his wings more feebly and feebly 
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in the web of Uncle Jack. When I arrived in Russell Street, 
I found the fly and the spider cheek by jowl together. Uncle 
Jack sprang up at my entrance, and cried, “Congratulate 
your father, congratulate him. No ; congratulate the world ! ” 

“What, Uncle!” said I, with a dismal effort at sym- 
pathising liveliness, “is the ‘Literary Times’ launched at 
last?” 

“Qh, that is all settled — settled long since. Here ’s a 
specimen of the type we have chosen for the leaders.” And 
Uncle Jack, whose pocket was never withont a wet sheet of 
some kind or other, drew forth a steaming papyral monster, 
which in point of size was to the political “Times” as a mam- 
moth may be to an elephant. “That is all settled. We are 
only preparing our contributors, and shall put out our pro- 
gramme next week or the week after. No, Pisistratus, I mean 
the Great Work.” 

“My dear father, I am so glad. What! it is really sold 
then?” 

“Hum ! ” said my father. 

“Sold!” burst forth Uncle Jack. “Sold — no, Sir, we 
would not sell it! No; if all the booksellers fell down on 
their knees to us , as they will some day, that book should not 
be sold I Sir, that book is a revolution — it is an era — it is 
the emancipator of genius from mercenary thraldom ; — that 
book! — ” 

I looked inquiringly from uncle to father, and mentally 
retracted my congratulations. Then Mr. Caxton, slightly 
blushing, and shyly rubbing his spectacles, said, “You see, 
Pisistratus, that though poor Jack has devoted uncommon 
pains to induce the publishers to recognise the merit he has 
discovered in the ‘History of Human Error,’ he has failed to 
do so.” 
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“Not a bit of It; they all acknowledge its miraculous learn- 
ing — its — 

“Very true; but they don’t think it will sell, and there- 
fore most selfishly refuse to buy it. One bookseller, indeed, 
offered to treat for it if I would leave out all about the Hotten- 
tots and Caffres, the Greek philosophers and Egyptian priests, 
and, confining myself solely to polite society, entitle the 
work ‘Anecdotes of the Courts of Europe, ancient and mo- 
dern.’ ” 

“ The wretch ! ” groaned Uncle Jack. 

“Another thought it might be cut up into little essays, 
leaving out the quotations, entitled ‘Men and Manners.’ ” 

“A third was kind enough to observe, that though this 
particular work was quite unsaleable, yet as I appeared to 
have some historical information, he should be happy to 
undertake a historical romance from ‘my graphic pen’ — that 
was the phrase, was it not. Jack?” 

Jack was too full to speak. 

— “Provided I would introduce a proper love-plot, and 
make it into three volumes post octavo , twenty-three lines in a 
page , neither more nor less. One honest fellow at last was 
found, who seemed to me a very respectable and indeed 
enterprising person. And after going through a list of calcu- 
lations, which showed that no possible profit could arise, he 
generously offered to give me half of those no-profits, pro- 
vided I would guarantee half the very visible expenses. I was 
just meditating the prudence of accepting this proposal , when 
your uncle was seized with a sublime idea, which has whisked 
up my book in a whirlwind of expectation.” 

“ And that idea? ” said I despondently. 

“That idea,” quoth Uncle Jack, recovering himself, “is 
simply and shortly this. From time Immemorial authors have 
been the prey of the publishers. Sir, authors have lived in 
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garrets, nay, have been choked in the street by an unexpected 
crumb of bread, like the man who wrote the play, poor 
fellow!” 

“Otway,” stud my father. “The story is not true — no 
matter.” 

“Milton, Sir, as every body knows, sold Paradise Lost 
for ten pounds — ten pounds. Sir! In short, instances of a 
like nature are too numerous to quote. But the booksellers. 
Sir, — they are leviathans — they roll in seas of gold. They 
subsist upon authors as vampires upon little children. But at 
last endurance has reached its limit — the fiat has gone forth — 
the tocsin of liberty has resounded — authors have burst their 
fetters. And we have just inaugurated the institution of 
‘The Grand Anti -Publisher Confederate Authors’ 
Society,’ by which, Pisistratus — by which, mark you, 
every author is to be his own publisher; that is, every author 
who joins the Society. No more submission of immortal 
works to mercenary calculators, to sordid tastes — no more 
hard bargains and broken hearts ! — no more crumbs of bread 
choking great tragic poets in the streets — no more Paradises 
Lost sold at ^ 10 a-piece! The author brings his book to a 
select committee appointed for the purpose; men of delicacy, 
education , and refinement — authors themselves — they read 
it, the Society publish; and after a modest deduction which 
goes towards the funds of the Society, the treasurer hands 
over the profits to the author.” 

“So that in fact. Uncle, every author who can’t find a 
publisher any where else, will of course come to the Society, 
The fraternity will be numerous I ” 

“It will indeed.” 

“And the speculation — ruinous?” 

“Ruinous, why?” 
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“Because in all mercantile negotiations it is ruinous to 
invest capital in supplies which fail of demand. You under- 
take to publish books that booksellers will not publish. Why ? 
because booksellers can't sell them ! It is just probable that 
you ’ll not sell them any better than the booksellers. .Ergo, 
the more your business the larger your deficit. Au(^ the more 
numerous your society, the more disastrous your condition. 
Q. E. D.” 

“Pooh! The select committee will decide what books are 
to be published.” 

“Then where the deuce is the advantage to the authors? 
I would as lief submit my work to a publisher as I would to a 
select committee of authors. At all events, the publisher is 
not my rival; and I suspect he is the best judge, after all, of a 
book — as an accoucheur ought to be of a baby.” 

“Upon my word, nephew, you pay a bad compliment to 
your father’s Great Work, which the booksellers will have 
nothing to do with.’’ 

That was artfully said , and I was posed ; when Mr. Caxton 
observed, with an apologetic smile — 

“The fact is, my dear Pisistratus, that I want my book 
published without diminishing the little fortune I keep for you 
some day. Unele Jack starts a society so to publish it. — 
Health and long life to Uncle Jack’s society I One can’t look 
a gift-horse in the mouth.” 

Here my mother entered, rosy from a shopping expedition 
with Mrs. Primmins; and in her joy at hearing that I could 
stay dinner, all else was forgotten. By a wonder, which I 
did not regret, Uncle Jack really was engaged to dine out. 
He had other irons in the fire besides the “Literary Times” 
and the “Confederate Authors’ Society ; ” he was deep in a 
scheme for making house-tops of felt, (which , under other 
hands, has, I believe, since succeeded;) and he had found 
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a rich man (I suppose a hatter) who seemed well inclined to 
the project, and had actually asked him to dine and expound 
his views ! 


CHAPTER m 

Here we three are seated round the open window — after 
dinner — familiar as in the old happy time — and my mother 
is talking low that she may not disturb my father, who seems 
in thought. — 

Cr-cr-cnr-cr-crl'l feel it — I have it! — Where! What! 
Where ! Knock it down — brush it off! For Heaven’s sake, 
see to it ! — Crrrr-crmr — there — here — in my hair — in my 
sleeve — in my ear. — Cr-cr. 

I say solemnly, and on the word of a Christian, that, as I 
sate down to begin this chapter, being somewhat in a brown 
study, the pen insensibly slipt from my hand, and, leaning 
back in my chair, I fell to gazing into the fire. It is the end of 
June , and a remarkably cold evening — even for that time of 
year. And while I was so gazing, I felt something crawling, 
just by the nape of the neck, Ma’am. Instinctively and me- 
chanically, and still musing, I put my hand there, and drew 
forth — What? That what it is which perplexes me. It was 
a thing — a dark thing — a much bigger thing than I had ex- 
pected. And the sight took me so by surprise that I gave my 
hand a violent shake , and the thing went — where I know not. 
The what and the where are the knotty points in the whole 
question! No sooner had it gone than I was seized with re- 
pentance not to have examined it more closely — not to have 
ascertained what the creature was. It might have been an 
earwig — a very large motherly earwig — an earwig far gone 
in that way in which earwigs wish to be who love their lords. 
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I have a profound horror of earwigs — I firmly believe that 
they do get into the ear. That is a subject on which it is use- 
less to argue with me upon philosophical grounds. I have a 
vivid recollection of a story told me by Mrs. Primmins — How 
a lady for many years suffered under the most excruciating 
headaches; how, as the tombstones say, “physicians were in 
vain;” how she died; how her head was opened, and how 
such a nest of earwigs — Ma’am — such a nest! — Earwigs are 
the prolifickest things , and so fond of their offspring ! They 
sit on their eggs like hens — and the young, as soon as they 
are born, creep under them for protection — quite touchingly ! 
Imagine such an establishment domesticated at one’s tym- 
panum I 

But the creature was certainly larger than an earwig. It 
might have been one of that genus in the family of Forjiculidte, 
called Labidottra — monsters whose antennae have thirty 
joints! There is a species of this creature in England, but, 
to the great grief of naturalists, and to thq great honour of 
Providence, very rarely found, infinitely larger than the com- 
mon earwig of ForficvUda attriculana. Could it have been an 
early hornet? It had certainly a black head, and great feelers. 
I have a greater horror of hornets, if possible , than I have of 
earwigs. Two hornets will kill a man, and three a carriage- 
horse sixteen hands high. However, the creature was gone. 
— Yes, but where? Where had I so rashly thrown it? It 
might have got into a fold of my dressing-gown — or into my 
slippers — or, in short, any where, in the various recesses 
for earwigs and hornets which a gentleman’s habiliments 
afford. I satisfy myself at last, as far as I can, seeing that I 
am not alone in the room — that it is not upon me. I look 
upon the carpet — the rug — the chmr — under the fender. 
It is non inventus. I barbarously hope it is frizzing behind 
that great black coal in the grate. I pluck up courage — I 
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prudently remove to the other end of the room. I take up my 
pen — I begin my chapter — very nicely, too, I think upon 
the whole. I am just getting into my subject, when — cr-cr- 
cr-cr-cr — crawl — crawl — crawl — creep — creep — creep. 
Exactly, my dear Ma’am, in the same place it was before! 
Oh , by the Powers 1 I forgot all my scientific regrets at not 
having scrutinised its genus before, whether Forjiculida or 
Labidoura. I made a desperate lunge with both hands , some- 
thing between thrust and cut. Ma’am. The beast is gone. 
Yes , but again where ? I say that that where is a very horrible 
question. Having come twice , in spite of all my precautions 
— and exactly on the same spot , too — it shows a confirmed 
disposition to habituate itself to its quarters — to effect a pa- 
rochial settlement upon me ; there is something awful and 
preternatural in it. I assure you that there is not a part of me 
that has not gone cr-cr-cr ! — that has not crept, crawled, and 
forficulated ever since; and I put it to you what sort of a 
chapter I can make after such a — My good little girl , will you 
just take the candle, and look carefully under the table? — 
that’s a dear! Yes, my love, very black indeed, with two 
horns, and inclined to be corpulent. Gentlemen and ladies 
who have cultivated an acquaintance with the Phoenician lan- 
guage, are aware that Belzebub, examined etymologically 
and entomologically, is nothing more nor less than Baal- 
zebub — “ the Jupiter-Fly ” — an emblem of the Destroying 
Attribute, which attribute , indeed, is found in all the insect 
tribes, more or less. Wherefore, as Mr. Payne Knight, in 
his Inquiry into Symbolical Languages , hath observed — the 
Egjq)tian priests shaved their whole bodies, even to their eye- 
brows , lest unaware they should harbour any of the minor 
Zebubs of the great Baal. If I were the least bit more per- 
suaded that that black cr-cr were about me still, and that the 
sacrifice of my eyebrows would deprive him of shelter, by the 
The Caxlons. I. 1 4 
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souls of the Ptolemies! I would, — and I will, too. Ring the 
bell, my little dear! John, — my — my cigar-box I There is 
not a cr in the world that can abide the fumes of the Ha- 
vannah! Pshaw, Sir, I am not the only man who lets his first 
thoughts upon cold steel end, like this chapter, in — Pfif — 
pff— pff — 1 


CHAPTER IV. 

Evkry thing in this world is of use, even a black tiling 
crawling over the nape of one’s nock ! Grim unknown , I shall 
make of thee — a simile ! 

I think. Ma’am, you will allow that if an incident such as 
I have described had befallen yourself, and you had a proper 
and ladylike horror of earwigs (however motherly and fond of 
their offspring,) and also of early hornets, — and indeed of all 
unknown things of the insect tribe with black heads and two 
great horns , or feelers or forceps , just by your ear — I think. 
Ma’am, you will allow that you would find it difficult to settle 
•back to your former placidity of mood and innocent stitch- 
work. You would feel a something that grated on your 
nerves — and cr’d-cr’d “all over you like,” as the children 
say. And the worst is, that you would be ashamed to say it. 
You would feel obliged to look pleased and join in the con- 
versation, and not fidget too much, nor always be shaking 
your flounces, and looking into a dark comer of your apron. 
Thus it is with many other things in life besides black insects. 
One has a secret care — an abstraction — a something between 
the memory and the feeling, of a dark crawling cr, which one 
has never dared to analyse. So I sate by my mother, trying to 
smile and talk as in the old time, — but longing to move about 
and look around, and escape to my own solitude, and take 
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the clothes off my mind , and see what it was that had so trou- 
bled and terrified me — for trouble and terror were upon me. 
And my mother, who was always (heaven bless her! ) inquisi- 
tive enough in all that concerned her darling Anachronism, 
was especially inquisitive that evening. She made me say 
where I had been, and what I had done, and how I had spent 
my time, — and Fanny Trevanion, (whom she had seen, by 
the way, three or four times, and whom she thought the 
prettiest person in the world) — oh, she must know exactly 
what I thought of Fanny Trevanion! 

And all this while my father seemed in thought; and so, 
with my arm over my mother’s chair, and my hand in hers — 
I answered my mother’s questions , sometimes by a stammer, 
sometimes by a violent effort at volubility, when, at some 
interrogatory that went tingling right to my heart, I turned 
uneasily, and there were my father’s eyes fixed on mine. 
Fixed, as they had been — when, and none knew why, I 
pined and languished, and my father said “he must go to 
school.” Fixed, with quiet watchful tenderness. Ah no! — 
his thought had not been on the Great Work — he had been 
deep in the pages of that less worthy one for which he had yet 
more an author’s paternal care. I met those eyes, and yearned 
to throw myself on his heart — and tell him all. Tell him 
what? Ma’am, I no more knew what to tell him , than I know 
what that black thing was which has so worried me all this 
blessed evening! , 

“Pisistratus,” said my father softly, “I fear you have for- 
gotten the saffron bag. ’ 

“No, indeed. Sir,” said I smiling. 

“He,” resumed my father — “he who wears the saffron 
bag has more cheerful, settled spirits than you seem to have, 
my poor boy.” 

14 * 
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“My dear Austin, his spirits are very good, I think,” said 
my mother anxiously. 

My father shook his head — then he took two or three 
turns about the room. 

“Shall I ring for candles. Sir, it is getting dark: you will 
wish to read?” 

“No, Pisistratus, it is you who shall read, and this hour 
of twilight best suits the book I am about to open to you.” 

So saying, he drew a chair between me and my mother, 
and seated himself gravely, looking down a long time in 
silence — then turning his eyes to each of us alternately. 

• “My dear wife,” said he at length, almost solemnly, “I 
am going to speak of myself as I was before I knew you.” 

Even in the twilight I saw that my mother’s countenance 
changed. 

“You have respected my secrets, Katherine, tenderly — 
honestly. Now the time is come when I can tell them to you 
and to our son.” 


CHAPTER V. 

My father’s first love. 

“I LOST my mother early; my father, (a good man, but 
who was so indolent that he rarely stirred from his chair, and 
who often passed whole days without speaking, like an Indian 
dervish,) left Roland and myself to educate ourselves much 
according to our own tastes. Roland shot, and hunted, and 
fished, — read all the poetry and books of chivalry to be found 
in my father’s collection , which was rich in such matters , and 
made a great many copies of the old pedigree; — the only 
thing in which my father ever evinced much vital interest. 
Early in life I conceived a passion for graver studies, and by 
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good luck I found a tutor in Mr. Tibbets, who, but for his 
modesty, Kitty, would have rivalled Person. He was a se- 
cond Budaeus for industry, and, by the way, he said exactly 
the same thing that Budmus did, viz, ‘that the only lost day 
in his life was that in which he was married ; for on that day 
he had only had six hours for reading ! ’ Under such a master 
■ I could not fail to be a scholar. I came from the university 
with such distinction as led me to look sanguinely on my 
career in the world. 

“I returned to my father’s quiet rectory to pause, and con- 
sider what path I should take to fame. The rectory was just 
at the foot of the hill, on the brow of which were the ruins ol 
the castle Roland has since purchased. And though I did not 
feel for the ruins the same romantic veneration as my dear 
brother, (for my day-dreams were more coloured by classic 
than feudal recollections,) I yet loved to climb the hill, book 
in hand, and build my castles in the air amidst the wrecks of 
that which time had shattered on the earth. 

“One day, entering the old weed-grown court, I saw a 
lady, seated on my favourite spot, sketching the ruins. The 
lady was young — more beautiful than any woman I had yet * 
seen, at least to my eyes. In a word, I was fascinated, and, 
as the trite phrase goes, ‘spell-bound.’ I seated myself at a 
little distance, and contemplated her without desiring to 
speak. By-and-by, from another part of the ruins, which 
were then uninhabited, came a tall, imposing, elderly gentle- 
man , with a benignant aspect ; and a little dog. The dog ran 
up to me, barking. This drew the attention of both lady and 
gentleman to me. The gentleman approached, called off the 
dog, and apologised with much politeness. Surveying me 
somewhat curiously, he then began to ask questions about the 
old place and the family it had belonged to , with the name 
and antecedents of which he was well acquainted. By degrees 
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it came out that I was the descendant of that family, and the 
younger son of the humble rector who was now its representa- 
tive. The gentleman then introduced himself to me as the 
Earl of Rainsforth, the principal proprietor in the neighbour- 
hood, but who had so rarely visited the county during my 
childhood and earlier youth, that I had never before seen 
him. ifis only son , however , a young man of great promise, 
had been at the same college with me in my first year at the 
university. The young lord was a reading man and a scholar; 
and we had become slightly acquainted when he left for his 
travels. 

“Now, on hearing my name. Lord Rainsforth took my 
hand cordially, and leading me to his daughter, said, ‘Think, 
Ellinor, how fortunate; this is the Mr. Caxton whom your 
brother so often spoke of.’ 

“In short, my dear Pisistratus, the ice was broken, the 
acquaintance made, and Lord Rainsforth, saving he was 
come to atone for his long absence from the county, and to 
reside at Compton the greater part of the year, pressed me to 
visit him. I did so. Lord Rainsforth’s liking to me increased : 
I went there often.” 

My father' paused, and seeing ray mother had fixed her 
eyes upon him with a sort of mournful earnestness, and had 
pressed her hands very tightly together, he bent down and 
kissed her forehead. 

“There is no cause, my child 1” said he. It is the only 
time I ever heard him address my mother so parentally. But 
then, I never heard him before so grave and solemn — not a 
quotation, too — it was incredible: it was not my father 
speaking — it was another man. “Yes, I went there often. 
Lor<l Rainsforth was a remarkable person. Shyness, that 
was wholly without pride, /(which Is rare,) and a love for quiet 
ITteraiy pursuits, had prevented~hislaking that personal part 
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in public life for which he was richly qualified ; but his re- 
putation for sense and honour, and his personal popularity, 
had given him no inconsiderable influence even, I believe, in 
the formation of cabinets, and he had once been prevailed 
upon to fill a high diplomatic situation abroad, in which 1 
have no doubt that he was as miserable as a good man can be 
under any infliction. He was now pleased to retire from the 
world, and look at it through the loopholes of retreat. Lord 
Kainsforth had a great respect for talent, and a warm interest 
in such of the young as seemed to him to possess it. By talent, 
indeed, his family had risen, and were strikingly charac- 
terised. His ancestor, the first peer, had been a distinguished 
lawyer; his father had been celebrated for scientific attain- 
ments ; his children, Ellinor and Lord Pendarvis, were highly 
accomplished. Thus, the family identified themselves with 
the aristocracy of intellect, and seemed unconscious of their 
claims to the lower aristocracy of rank. You must bear this 
in mind throughout my story. 

“Lady Ellinor shared her father’s tastes and habits of 
thought — (she was not then an heiress.) Lord Rainsforth 
talked to me of my career. It was a time when the French 
Revolution had made statesmen look round with some anxiety 
to strengthen the existing order of things, by alliance with all 
in the rising generation who evinced such ability as might in- 
fluence their contemporaries. 

“University distinction is, or was formerly, among the 
popular passports to public life. By degrees Lord Rainsforth 
liked me so well, as to suggest to me a seat in the House of 
Commons. A member of Parliament might rise to any thing, 
and Lord Rainsforth had sufficient influence to effect my 
return. Dazzling prospect this to a young scholar fresh from 
Thucydides, and with Demosthenes fresh at his tongue’s 
end. My dear boy, I was not then, yon see, quite what lam 
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now ; in a word , I loved Ellinor Compton , and therefore I 
was ambitious. You know how ambitious she is still. But I 
could not mould my ambition to hers. I could not contem- 
plate entering the senate of my country as a dependant on a 
party or a patron — as a man who must make his fortune there 
— as a man who, in every vote, must consider how much 
nearer he advanced himself to emolument. I was not even 
certain that Lord Rainsforth’s views on politics were the same 
as mine would be. flow could the politics of an experienced 
man of the world be those of an ardent young student? But 
had they been identical, I felt that I could not so creep into 
equality with a patron’s daughter. Nol I was ready to 
abandon my own more scholastic predilections — to strain 
every energy at the bar — to carve or force my own way to 
fortune — and, if I arrived at independence, then — what 
then? why, the right to speak of love, and aim at power. 
This was not the view of Ellinor Compton. The law seemed 
to her a tedious , needless drudgery : there was nothing in it 
to captivate her imagination. She listened to me with that 
charm which she yet retains, and by which she seems to 
identify herself with those who speak to her. She would turn 
to me with a pleading look when her father dilated on the 
brilliant prospects of a parliamentary success; for he (not 
having gained it, yet having lived with those who had,) over- 
valued it, and seemed ever to wish to enjoy it through some 
other. But when I, in turn, spoke of independence, of the 
bar, EUinor’s face ^ew overcast. The world — the world 
was with her, and the ambition of the world, which is always 
for power or effect 1 A part of the house lay exposed to the 
east wind, ‘Plant half way down the hill,’ said I one day. 
‘Plantl’ cried Lady Ellinor — ‘it will be twenty years before 
the trees grow up. No, my dear father, build a wall, and 
cover it with creepers ! ’ That was an illustration of her whole 
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character. She could not wait till trees had time to grow ; 
a dead wall would be so much more quickly thrown up, and 
parasite creepers would give it a prettier effect. Nevertheless, 
she was a grand and noble creature. And I — in love! Not 
so discouraged as you may suppose; for Lord Rainsforth often 
hinted encouragement, which even I could scarcely miscon- 
strue. Not caring for rank, and not wishing for fortune 
beyond competence for his daughter, he saw in me all he 
required, — a gentleman of ancient birth, and one in whom 
his own active mind could prosecute that kind of mental ambi- 
tion which overflowed in him , and yet had never had its vent. 
And Ellinor ! — heaven forbid I should say she loved me , — 
but something made me think she could do so. Under these 
notions, suppressing all my hopes, I made a bold effort to 
master the influences round me, and to adopt that career 
I thought worthiest of us all. I went to London to read for 
the bar.” 

“The bar I is it possible?” cried I. My father smiled 
sadly. 

“Every thing seemed possible to me then. I read some 
months. I began to see my way even in that short time ; began 
to comprehend what would be the difficulties before me, and 
to feel there was that within me which could master them. I 
took a holiday and returned to Cumberland. I found Roland 
there on my return. Always of a roving adventurous temper, 
though ho had not then entered the army, he had, for more 
than two years, been wandering over Great Britain and Ire- 
land on foot. It was a young knight-errant whom I embraced, 
and who overwhelmed me with reproaches that I should be 
reading for the law. There had never been a lawyer in the fa- 
mily 1 It was about that time, I think , that I petrified him with 
the discovery of the printer! I knew not exactly wherefore, 
whether from jealousy, fear, foreboding — but it certainly wa» 
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a pain that seized me — when I learned from Roland that he 
had become intimate at Compton Hall. Roland and Lord 
Rainsforth had met at the house of a neighbouring gentleman, 
and Lord Rainsforth had welcomed his acquaintance, at first 
perhaps for my sake, afterwards for his own. 

“I could not for the life of me,” continued my father, “ask 
Roland if he admired Ellinor; but, when 1 found that he did not 
put that question to me, I trembled ! 

“We went to Compton together, speaking little by the way. 
We stayed there some days.” 

My father here thrust his hand into his waistcoat — all men 
have their little ways, which denote much ; and when my father 
thrust his hand into his waistcoat, it was always a sign of some 
mental effort — he was going to prove, or to argue, to moralise, 
or to preach. Therefore, though I was listening before with 
all my ears, I believe I had, speaking magnetically and mes- 
merically, an extra pair of ears, a new sense supplied to me,- 
when my father put his hand into his wmstcoat. 


CHAPTER VI. 

Wherein my Tather continues bis story. 

“ There is not a mystical creation, type, symbol, or poetical 
invention for meanings abstruse, recondite, and incompre- 
hensible, which is not represented by the female gender,” said 
my father, having his hand quite buried in his waistcoat. 
“There is the Sphynx, and the Chimsera, and Isis, whose veil 
no man had ever lifted : they are all ladies, Kitty, every one of 
them I And so was Persephone, who must be always either in 
heaven or hell — and Hecate, who was one thing by night and 
another by day. The Sibyls were females ; and so were the 
Gorgons, the Harpies, the Furies, the Fates, and the Teutonic 
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Valk 3 rrs, Nornies, and Hela herself: in short, all represen- 
tations of ideas, obscure, inscrutable; and portentous, are 
nouns feminine.” 

Heaven bless my father! Austin Caxton was himself again! 
I began to fear that the story had slipped away from him, lost 
in that labyrinth of learning. But, luckily, as he paused for 
breath, his look fell on those limpid blue eyes of my mother’s, 
and that honest open brow of hers, which had certainly nothing 
in common with Sphynges, Chimaeras, Fates, Furies, or Val- 
kyrs; and, whether his heart smote him, or his reason made 
him own that he had fallen into a very disingenuous and un- 
sound train of assertion , I know not, but his front relaxed, and 
with a smile he resumed — “Ellinor was the last person in the 
world to deceive any one willingly. Did she deceive me and 
Roland that we both, though not conceited men, fancied that, 
if we had dared to. speak openly of love, we had not so dared in 
vain? or do you think, Kitty, that a woman really can love (not 
much, perhaps, but somewhat) two or three, or half a dozen at 
a time?” 

“Impossible,” cried my mother. “And as for this Lady 
Ellinor, I am shocked at her — I don’t know what to call it 1 ” 

“Nor I either, my dear 1 ” said my father, slowly taking his 
hand from his waistcoat, as if the effort were too much for him, 
and the problem were insoluble. “But this, begging your 
pardon, I do think, that before a young woman does really, 
truly, and cordially centre her affections on one object, she 
suffers fancy, imagination , the desire of power, curiosity, or 
heaven knows what, to simulate, even to her own mind, pale 
reflexions of the luminary not yet risen — parhelia that precede 
the sun. Don’t judge of Roland as you see him now, Pisis- 
tratus — grim, and gray, and formal; imagine a nature soaring 
high amongst daring thoughts, or exuberant with the nameless 
poetry of youthful life — with a frame matchless for bounding 
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(elasticity — an eye bright with haughty fire — a heart from 
twhich noble sentiments sprang like sparks from an anvil. Lady 
Ellinor had an ardent, inquisitive imagination. This bold fiery 
•nature must have moved her interest. On the other hand, she 
Jiad an instructed, full, and eager mind. Am I vain if I say, 
.now after the lapse of so many years, that in my mind her in- 
tellect felt companionship? When a woman loves, and marries, 
and settles, why then she becomes — a one whole, a completed 
being. But a girl like Ellinor has in her many women. Various 
herself, all varieties please her. I do believe that, if either of 
us had spoken the world boldly, Lady Ellinor would have 
shrunk back to her own heart — examined it, tasked it, and 
given a frank and generous answer. And he who had spoken 
first might have had the better chance not to receive a ‘No.’ 
But neither of us spoke. And perhaps she was rather Qtirious 
to know if she had made an impression , than anxious to create 
it. It was not that she willingly deceived us, but her whole at- 
mosphere was delusion. Mists come before the sunrise. How- 
ever this be, Roland and I were not long in detecting each 
other. And hence arose, first coldness, then jealousy, then 
quarrel.” 

“ Oh , my father, your love must have been indeed power- 
ful, to have made a breach between the hearts of two such 
brothers 1 ” 

“Yes,” said my father; “it was amidst the old ruins of the 
(Castle, there, where I had first seen Ellinor — that, winding my 
arm round Roland’s neck, as I found liim seated amongst the 
weeds and stones, his face buried in his hands —'it was there 
that I said — ‘Brother, we both love this woman I My nature 
is the calmer of the two, I shall feel the lossless. Brother, 
shake hands , and God speed you , for I go ! * ” 

“Austin, ” murmured my mother, sinking her head on my 
father’s breast. 


Digitized by Google 



221 


“And therewith we quarrelled. For it was Roland who' 
insisted, while the tears rolled down his eyes, and he stamped 
his foot on the ground, that he was the intruder, the inter- 
loper — that he had no hope — that he had been a fool and a 
madman — and that it was for him to go ! Now, while we were 
disputing, and words began to run high, my father’s old ser- 
vant entered the desolate place, with a note from Lady Ellinor* 
to me, asking for the loan of some book I had praised. Roland' 
saw the hand- writing , and while I turned the note over and- 
over irresolutely , before I broke the seal , he vanished. 

“He did not return to my father’s house. We did ijot 
know what had become of him. But I , thinking over that im- 
pulsive volcanic nature, took quick alarm. And I wemt in 
search of him ; came on his track at last; and after many days, 
found him in a miserable cottage amongst the most dreary of 
the dreary wastes which form so large apart of Cumb erland. 
He was so altered I scarcely knew him. To be brief, v»e came 
at last to a compromise. We would go back to C ompton. 
This suspense was intolerable. One of us at least sh ould take 
courage and learn his fate. But who should speak fcst? We 
drew lots , and the lot fell on me. 

“ And now that I was really to pass the Rubicon, now that I 
was to impart that secret hope which had animated me so 
long — been to me a new life — what were my sensations? 
My dear boy, depend on it that that age is the happiest, when 
such feelings as I felt then can agitate us no more. They are 
mistakes in the serene order of that majestic life which heaven 
meant for thoughtful man. Our souls should be as stars on 
earth , not as meteors and tortured comets. What could I 
offer to Ellinor — to her father? What but a future of patient 
labour? And in either answer, what alternative of misery I — 
my own existence shattered, or Roland’s noble heart 1 

“ W ell , we went to Compton. In our former visits we had 
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been almost the only guests. Lord Bainsforth did not much 
affect the intercourse of country squires, less educated then 
than now. And in excuse for Ellinor and for us, we were 
almost the only men of her own age she had seen in that large 
dull house. But now the London season had broken up, the 
house was filled; there was no longer that familiar and con- 
stant approach to the mistress of the Hall, which had made us 
like one family. Great ladies , fine people , were round her ; 
a look, a smile, a passing word, were as much as I had a right to 
expect. And the talk, too, how different! Before, I could speak 
on books, — I was at home there ! Roland could pour forth 
his dreams, his chivalrous love for the past, his bold defiance , 
of the unknown future. And Ellinor, cultivated and fanciful, 
could sympathise with both. And her father, scholar and 
gentleman, could sympathise too. But now — ” 


^ CHAPTER VII. 

Wherein my Tather brings about bis denouement. 

“It is no use in the world, ” said my father, “to know all 
the languages expounded in grammars and splintered up into 
lexicons, if we don’t learn the language of the world. It is a 
talk apart, Kitty,” cried my father warming up. “It is an 
ANAGLYPH — a spoken anaglyph, my dear! If all the hiero- 
glyphs of the Egyptians had been A B C to you , still if you did 
not know the anaglyph, you would know nothing of the true 
mysteries of the priests. * 

“Neither Roland nor I knew one symbol-letter of the ana- 
glyph. Talk, talk — talk on persons we never heard of, things 
we never cared for. All me thought of importance, puerile or 

The anaglyph was peculiar to the Egyptian priests — the hierogipyh 
generally known to the well educated. 
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pedantic trifles — all we thought so trite and childish, the 
grand momentous business of life ! If you found a little school- 
boy, on his half holiday, fishing for minnows with a crooked 
pin , and you began to tell him of all the wonders of the deep, 
the laws of the tides, and the antediluvian relics of iguanodon 
and ichthyosaurus — nay, if you spoke but of pearl fisheries, 
and coral banks, or water-kelpies and naiads, would not the 
little boy cry out peevishly, ‘Don’t tease me with all that non- 
sense I let me fish in peace for my minnows. ’ I think the little 
boy is right after his own way — it was to fish for minnows that 
he came out, poor child, not to hear about iguanodons and 
water-kelpies I 

“ So the company fished for minnows, and not a word could 
we say about our pearl fisheries and coral banks I And as for 
fishing for minnows ourselves, my dear boy, we should have 
been less bewildered if you had asked us to fish for a mermaid! 
Do you see, now, one reason why I have let you go thus early 
into the world? Well, but amongst these minnow-fishers there 
was one who fished with an air that made the minnows look 
larger than salmons. 

“Trevanion had'been at Cambridge with me. We were 
even intimate. He was a young man like myself, with his way 
to make in the world. Poor as I — of a family upon a par with 
mine — old enough but decayed. There was, however, this 
difference between us. He had connexions in the great world 
— I had none. Like me his chief pecuniary resource was a col- 
lege fellowship. Now, Trevanion had established a high re- 
putation at the university; but less as a scholar, though a 
pretty fair one , than as a man to rise in life. Every faculty he 
had was an energy. He aimed at every thing — lost some 
things , gained others. He was a great speaker in a debaUng 
society, a member of some politico-economical club. He was 
an eternal talker — brilliant, various, paradoxical, florid — 
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different from what he is now. For, dreading fancy, his career 
since has been one effort to curb it. But all his mind attached 
itself to something that we Englishmen call solid ; it was a 
large mind — not, my dear Kitty, like a 6ne whale sailing 
through knowledge from the pleasure of sailing — but like a 
polypus , that puts forth all its feelers for the purpose of catch- 
ing hold of something. Trevanion had gone at once to 
London from the university: his reputation and his talk dazzled 
his connexions, not unjustly. They made an effort — they got 
him into parliament: he had spoken, he had succeeded. He 
came to Compton in the flush of his virgin fame. I cannot 
convey to you, who know him now — with his care-worn face, 
and abrupt dry manner, — reduced by perpetual gladiatorship 
to the skin and bone of his former self — what that man was 
when he first stepped into the arena of life. 

“You see, my listeners, that you have to recollect that we 
middle-aged folks were young then — that is to say, we were as 
different from what we are now, as the green bough of summer 
is from the dry wood, out of which we make a ship or a gate- 
post. Neither man nor wood comes to the uses of life till the 
green leaves are stripped and the sap gone. And then the 
uses of life transform us into strange things with other names : 
the tree is a tree no more — it is a gate or a ship ; the youth is 
a youth no more, but a one-legged soldier; a hollow-eyed 
statesman; a scholar spectacled and slippered I When Micyllus 
— (here the hand slides into the waistcoat again !) — when 
Micyllus,” swd my father, “asked the cock that had once 
been Pythagoras,* if the affair of Troy was really as Homer 
told it, the cock replied scornfully, ‘ How could Homer know 
any thing about it? — at that time he was a camel in Bactria. ’ 
Pisistratus , according to the doctrine of metempsychosis , you 

* Ldciam , The Dream of Micyllue. 
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might have been a Bactrlan camel — when that which to my 
life was the siege of Troy saw Roland and Trevanion before 
the walls. 

“Handsome you can see that Trevanion has been; but 
the beauty of his countenance then was in its perpetual play, 
its intellectual eagerness; and his conversation was so dis- 
cursive, so various, so animated, and, above all, so full of 
the things of the day ! If he had been a priest. of Serapis for 
fifty years, he could not have known the Anaglyph better! 
Therefore ho filled up every crevice and pore of that hollow 
society with his broken, inquisitive, petulant light. There- 
fore he was admired, talked of, listened to; and everj'body 
said , * Trevanion is a rising man.' 

“Yet I did not do him then the justice I have done since — 
for we students and abstract thinkers are apt too much, in our 
first youth, to look to the depth of a man's mind or knowledge, 
and not enough to the surface it may cover. There may 
be more water in a flowing stream, only four feet deep, and 
certainly more force and more health, than in a sullen pool, 
thirty yards to the bottom! I did not do Trevanion justice. 
I did not see how naturally ho realised Lady Ellinor's ideal. 
I have said that she was like many women in one. Trevanion 
was a thousand men in one. He had learning to please her 
mind, eloquence to dazzle her fancy, beauty to please her 
eye, reputation precisely of the kind to allure her vanity, 
honour and conscientious purpose to satisfy her judgment. 
And, above all, he was ambitious. Ambitious not as I — not 
as Roland was, but ambitious as Ellinor was: ambitious, not 
to realise some grand ideal in the silent heart, but to grasp the 
practical positive substances that lay without. 

“Ellinor was a child of the great world, and so was he. 

“I saw not all this, nor did Roland; and Trevanion seemed 
to pay no particular court to Ellinor. 

The Caxtons. /. 1 ^ 
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“But the time approached when I ought to speak. The 
house began to thin. Lord Rainsforth had leisure to resume 
his easy conferences with me; and one day walking in his 
garden he gave me the opportunity. For I need not say, 
Pisistratus,” said my father, looking at me earnestly, “that 
before any man of honour, especially if of inferior worldly 
pretensions, will open his heart seriously to the daughter, it 
is his duty to speak first to the parent, whose confidence has 
imposed that trust.” I bowed my head and coloured. 

“I know not how it was,” continued my father, “ but Lord 
Rainsforth turned the cgnversation onEllinor. After speaking 
of his expectations in his son, who was returning home, he 
said ‘But he will of course enter public life, — will, I trust, 
soon marry, have a separate establishment, and I shall sec 
but little of him. My EUinor ! — I cannot bear the thought of 
parting wholly with her. And that, to say the selfish truth, 
is one reason why I have never wished her to marry a rich 
man, and so leave me for ever. I could hope that she will 
give herself to one who may be contented to reside at least 
great part of the year with me — who may bless me with 
another son, not steal from me a daughter. I do not mean 
that he should waste his life in the country; his occupations 
would probably lead him to London. I care not where my 
house is, all I want is to keep my home. You know’ (he 
added, with a smile that I thought meaning,) ‘how often I 
have implied to you that I have no vulgar ambition for EUinor. 
Her portion must be very small, for my estate is strictly 
entailed, and I have lived too much up to my income all my 
life to hope to save much now. But her tastes do not require 
expense; and while I live, at least, there need be no change. 
She can only prefer a man whose talents , congenial to hers, 
will win their own career, and ere I die that career may be 
made.’ Lord Rainsforth paused, and then — how, in what 
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words I know not, — but out all burst ! — my long-suppressed, 
timid, anxious, doubtful, fearful love. The strange energy 
it had given to a nature till then so retiring and calm! My 
recent devotion to the law, — my confidence that, with such 
a prize, I could succeed, — it was but a transfer of labour 
from one study to another. Labour could conquer all things, 
and custom sweeten them in the conquest. The bar was 
a less brilliant career than the senate. But the fir^t aim of the 
poor man should be independence. In short, Pisistratus, 
wretched egotist that I was, I forgot Roland in that moment; 
and I spoke as one who felt his life was in his words. 

“ Lord Rainsforth looked at me, when I had done, with a 
countenance full of affection — but it was not cheerful. 

“ ‘My dear Caxton,’ said he, tremulously, ‘I own that I 
once wished this — wished it from the hour I knew you ; but 
why did you so long — I never suspected that — nor I am 
sure did EUinor.’ He stopped short, and added quickly — 
‘However, go and speak, as you have spoken to me, to 
EUinor. Go, it may not yet be too late. And yet — but go.’ 

“Too late — what meant those words? Lord Rainsforth 
had turned hastUy down another walk, and left me alone, to 
ponder over an answer which concealed a riddle. Slowly I 
took my way towards the house, and sought Lady EUinor, 
half hoping, half dreading to find her alone. There was 
a little room communicating with a conservatory, where she 
usuaUy sat in the morning. Thither I took my course. 

“Thart room, I see it still! — the walls covered with 
pictures from her own hand, many were sketches of t^ie 
haunts we had visited together — the simple ornaments, 
womanly but not effeminate — the very books on the table 
that had been made familiar by dear associations. Yes, there, 
the Tasso in which we had read together the episode of C/o- 
rinda — there, the Mschylm in which I translated to her the 

15 * 
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Prometheus. Pedantries these might seem to some: pedan- 
tries, perhaps, they were; but they were proofs of that con- 
geniality which had knit the man of books to the daughter of 
the world. That room — it was the home of my heart! Such, 
in my vanity of spirit, methought would be the air round a 
home to come. I looked about me, troubled and confused, 
and, halting timidly, I saw Ellinor before me, leaning her 
face on her hand, her cheek more flushed than usual, and 
tears in her eyes. I approached in silence, and as I drew my 
chair to the table, my eye fell on a glove on the floor. It was 
a man’s glove. Do you know,” said my father, “that once, 
when I was very young, I saw a Dutch picture called The 
Glove, and the subject was of murder. There was a weed- 
grown, marshy pool, a desolate dismal landscape, that of it- 
self inspired thoughts of ill deeds and terror. And two men, 
as if. walking by chance, came to this pool, the finger of one 
pointed to a blood-stained glove, and the eyes of both were 
fixed on each other, as if there were no need of words. That 
glove told its tale ! The picture had long haunted me in my 
boyhood, but it never gave me so uneasy and fearful a feeling 
as did that real glove upon the floor. Why? My dearPisis- 
tratus, the theory of forebodings involves one of those ques- 
tions on which we may ask ‘why’ for ever. More chilled than 
I had been in speaking to her father, I took heart at last and 
spoke to Ellinor” — 

My father stopped short; the moon had risen, and was 
shining full into the room and on his face. And by that light 
the face was changed; young emotions had brought back 
youth — my father looked a young man. Bat what pain was 
there 1 If the memory alone could raise what, after all, was 
but the ghost of sulfering, what had been its living reality 1 
Involuntarily I seized his hand: my father pressed it con- 
vulsively, and said, with a deep breath, “It was too late ; Tre- 
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vanion was Lady Ellinor’s accepted, plighted, happy lover. 
My dear Katherine, I do not envy him now; look up, sweet 
wife, look up 1 ” 


CHAPTER VUI. 

“Ellinob (let me do her justice) was shocked at my silent 
emotion. No human lip could utter more tender sympathy, 
more noble self-reproach ; but that was no balm to my wound. 
So I left the house — so I never returned to the law — so all 
impetus , all motive for exertion, seemed taken from my 
being — so I went back into books. And so, a moping, de- 
spondent, worthless mourner might I have been to the end of 
my days, but that heaven, in its mercy, sent thy mother, 
Pisistratus, across my path; and day and night I bless God 
and her, fori have been, and am — oh, indeed, 1 am, a 
happy man ! ” 

My mother threw herself on my father’s breast, sobbing 
violently , and then turned from the room without a word, — 
my father’s eye, swimming in tears, followed her; and then, 
after pacing the room for some moments in silence, he came 
up to me, and leaning his arm on my shoulder, whispered, 

“ Can you guess why I have now told you all this , my son ? ” 
“Yes, partly: thank you, father,” I faltered, and sate' 
down , for I felt faint. 

“Some sons,” said my father, seating himself beside me, 
“would find in their father’s follies and errors an excuse for 
their own : not so will you , Pisistratus.” 

“I see no folly, no error. Sir — only nature and sorrow.” 
“Pause, ere you thus think,” said my father. “Great 
was the folly, and great the error of indulging imagination 
that had no basis — of linking the whole usefulness of my life 
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to the will of a human creature like myself. Heaven did not 
design the passion of love to be this tyrant; nor is it so with 
the mass and multitude of human life. We dreamers, solitary 
students like me, or half poets like poor Roland, make our 
own disease. How many years , even after I had regained se- 
renity, as your mother gave me a home long not appreciated, 
have I wasted. The main-spring of my existence was snapped 
— I took no note of time. And therefore now, you see, late 
in life the N emesis wakes. I look back with regret at powers 
neglected , opportunities gone. Galvanically I brace up ener- 
gies half palsied by disuse, and you see me, rather than rest 
quiet and good for nothing, talked into what, I dare say, are 
sad follies, by an Uncle Jack! And now I behold Ellinor 
again; and I say, in wonder, All this — all this — all this 
agony, all this torpor for that haggard face, that worldly 
spirit! So is it ever in life. Mortal things fade; immortal 
things spring more freshly with every step to the tomb. 

“Ah!” continued my father, with a sigh, “it would not 
have been so , if at your age I had found out the secret of the 
saffron bag!” 


CHAPTER IX. 

“And Roland, Sir,” said I; “how did he take it?” 
“With all the indignation of a proud unreasonable man. 
More indignant, poor fellow, for me than himself. And so 
did he wound and gall me by what he said of Ellinor, — and so 
did he rage against me because I would not share his rage, — 
that again we quarrelled. We parted, and did not meet for 
many years. We came into sudden possession of our little 
fortunes. His he devoted (as you may know) to the purchase 
of the old ruins , and the commission in the army, which had 
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always been his dream — and so went his way , wrathful. My 
share gave me an excuse for indolence, — it satisfied all my 
wants ; and when my old tutor died, and his young child be- 
came my ward, and, somehow or other, from my ward my 
wife, it allowed me to resign my fellowship, and live amongst 
my books — still as a book myself. One comfort, somewhat 
before my marriage, I had conceived; and that, too, Roland 
has since said was comfort to him. Ellinor became an heiress 
— her poor brother died; and all of the estate that did not 
pass in the male line devolved on her. That fortune made a 
gulf between us almost as wide as her marriage. For Ellinor, 
poor and portionless, in spite of her rank, I could have 
worked, striven, slaved. But Ellinor rich! it would have 
crushed me. This was a comfort. But still, still the past — 
that perpetual aching sense of something that had seemed the 
essential of life withdrawn from life, evermore, evermore. 
What was left was not sorrow, it was a void. Had I lived 
more with men, and less with dreams and books, I should have 
made my nature large enough to bear the loss of a single pas- 
sion. But in solitude we shrink up. No plant so much as man 
needs the sun and the air. I comprehend now why most of 
our best and wisest men have lived in capitals ; and therefore 
again I say, that one scholar in a family is enough. Confiding 
in your sound heart and strong honour, I turn you thus be- 
times on the world. Have I done wrong? Prove that I hava 
not, my child. Do you know what a very good man has said — 
Listen and follow my precept, not example. 

“ The state of the world is such , and so much depends on 
action , that every thing seems to say aloud to every man, ‘Do 
something — do it — do it 1’ ” * 

I was profoundly touched, and I rose refreshed and hope- 


* Remains of the Rev. Richard Cecil., p. 349. 
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ful, -when suddenly the door opened, and who or what in the 
world should come in; but certainly he, she, it, or they, shall 
not come into this chapter! — On that point I am resolved. 
No, my dear young lady , I am extremely flattered; — I feel 
for your curiosity ; but really not a peep — not one 1 And 
yet — well then , if you will have it, and look so coaxingly — 
who, or what I say, should come in abrupt, unexpected — 
taking away one’s breath, not giving one time to say, “By 
your leave, or with your leave,” but making one’s mouth 
stand open with surprise, and one’s eyes flx in a big round 
stupid stare , but — 

THE END OF THE CHAPTER. 
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CnAPTER I. 

There entered, in the front drawing-room of my father’s 
house in Russel Street — anElflll clad in white, — small, 
delicate, with curls of jet over her shoulders; — with eyes so 
large and so lustrous that they shone through the room , as 
no eyes merely human could possibly shine. The Elf ap- 
proached , and stood facing us. The sight was so unexpected, 
and the apparition so strange, that we remained for some 
moments in startled silence. At length my father, as the bolder 
and wiser man of the two , and the more fitted to deal with 
the eerie things of another world, had the audacity to step 
close up to the little creature, and, bending down to examine 
its face , said , “ VVhat do you want, my pretty child? ” 

Pretty child I was it only a pretty child after all? Alas! it 
would be well if all we mistake for fairies at the first glance 
could resolve themselves only into pretty children ! 

“Come,” answered the child, with a foreign accent, and 
taking my father by the lappet of his coat — “ come ! poor 
papa is so ill! I am frightened ! come — and save him — ” 
“Certainly,” exclaimed my father quickly: “where’s my 
hat, Sisty? Certainly, my child! we will go and save papa.” 
“But who is papa?” asked Pisistratus — a question that 
would never have occurred to my father. He never asked 
who or what the sick papas of poor children were, when the 
children pulled him by the lappet of his coat. — “ Who is 
papa? ” 
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The child looked hard at me, and the big tears rolled from 
those large luminous eyes , but quite silently. At this moment, 
a full-grown figure filled up the threshold, and, emerging 
from the shadow, presented to us the aspect of a stout, well- 
favoured young woman. She dropped a curtsy, and then 
said, mincingly, 

“Oh, Miss! you ought to have waited for me, and not 
alarmed the gentlefolks by running up stairs in that way. If 
you please. Sir, I was settling with the cabman, and he was 
so imperent: them low fellows always are, when they have 
only us poor women to deal vrith , Sir, — and — ” 

“But what is the matter?” cried I; for my father had 
taken the child in his arms, soothingly, and she was now 
X weeping on his breast. 

“Why, you see. Sir, (another curtsy,) the gent only ar- 
rived last night at our hotel. Sir — The Lamb, close by 
Lunnun Bridge — and he was taken ill — and he ’s not quite 
in his right mind like: — so we sent for the doctor, and the 
doctor looked at the brass plate on the gent’s carpet-bag. 
Sir, — and then he looked into the Court Guides and he said, 
‘There is a Mr. Caxton in Great Russell Street, — is he any 
relation?’ and this young lady said, ‘That’s my papa’s 
brother, and we were going there.’ — And so. Sir, as the 
Boots was out, I got into a cab, and miss would come with 
me, and — ” 

“Roland — Roland ill! — Quick — quick, quick!” cried 
my father; and, with the child still in his arms, he ran down 
the stairs. I followed with his hat, which, of.course, he had 
forgotten. A cab, by good luck, was passing our very door; 
but the chambermaid would not let us enter it till she had 
satisfied herself that it was not the same she had dismissed. 
This preliminary investigation completed, we entered and 
drove to The Lamb. 
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The chambermaid, who sate opposite, passed the time In 
Ineffectual overtures to release my father of the little girl, 
who still clung nestling to his breast, — In a long epic, much 
broken into episodes, of the causes which had led to her 
dismissal of the late cabman, who, to swell his fare, had 
thought proper to take a “ circumbendibus 1” — and with 
occasional tugs at her cap, and smoothings down of her 
gown, and apologies for being such a figure, especially when 
her eyes rested on my satin cravat, or drooped on my shining 
boots. 

Arrived at The Lamb, the chambermaid, with conscious 
dignity, led us up a large staircase, which seemed inter- 
minable. As she mounted the region above the third story, 
she paused to take breath, and inform us, apologetically, 
that the house was full, but that, if the “gent” stayed over 
Friday, he would be moved into No. 54, “with a look-out and 
a chimbly.” My little cousin now slipped from my father's 
arms, and, running up the stairs, beckoned to us to follow. 
We did so, and were led to a door, at which the child stopped 
and listened; then taking off her shoes, she stole in on tiptoe. 
We entered after her. 

By the light of a single candle, we saw my poor uncle’s 
face: it was flushed with fever, and the eyes had that bright, 
vacant stare which it is so terrible to meet. — Less terrible is 
it to find the body wasted , the features sharp with the great 
life-struggle, than to look on the face from which the mind is 
gone, — the eyes in which there is no recognition. Such 
a sight is a startling shock to that unconscious habitual ma- 
terialism with which we are apt familiarly to regard those we 
love: for, in thus missing the mind, the heart, the affection 
that sprang to ours , we are suddenly made aware that it was 
the something within the form, and not the form itself, that 
was so dear to us. The form itself is still, perhaps, little 
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altered; but that lip which smiles no welconie, that eye which 
wanders over us as strangers, that ear which distinguishes no 
more our voices, — the friend we sought is not there! Even 
our own love is chilled back — grows a kind of vague super- 
stitious terror. Yes, it was not the matter, still present to us, 
which had conciliated all those subtle nameless sentiments 
which are classed and fused in the word affection,' ' — it was 
the airy, intangible, electric something, — the absence of 
which now appals us. 

I stood speechless — my father crept on, and took the 
hand that returned no pressure: — The child only did not 
seem to share our emotions, — but, clambering on the bed, 
laid her cheek on the breast and was still. 

“Pisistratus,” whispered my father at last, and I stole 
near, hushing my breath — “Pisistratus, if your mother were 
here!” 

I nodded; the same thought had struck us both. His deep 
wisdom, my active youth, both felt their nothingness then and 
there. In the sick chamber, both turned helplessly to miss 
the woman. ' 

So I stole out, descended the stairs, and stood in the open 
air in a sort of stunned amaze. Then the tramp of feet, and 
the roll of wheels, and the great London roar, revived me. 
That contagion of practical life which lulls the heart and 
stimulates the brain, — what an intellectual mystery there 
is in its common atmosphere! In another moment I had 
singled out, like an inspiration, from a long file of those 
ministrants of our Trivia, the cab of the lightest shape and 
with the strongest horse, and was on my way, not to my 
mother’s, but to Dr. M — H — , Manchester Square, whom I 
knew as the medical adviser to the Trevanions. Fortunately, 
that kind and able physician was at home, and he promised to 
be with the suflTerer before I myself could join him. I then 
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drove to Russell Street, and broke to my mother, as 
cautiously as I could, the intelligence with which I was 
charged. 

When we arrived at The Lamb , we found the doctor al- 
ready writing his prescription and injunctions: the activity of 
the treatment announced the danger. I flew for the surgeon 
who had been before called in. Happy those who are strange 
to that indescribable silent bustle which the sick-room at times 
presents — that conflict which seems almost hand to hand 
between life and death — when all the poor, unresisting, un- 
conscious frame is given up to the war against its terrible 
enemy; the dark blood flowing — flowing; the hand on the 
pulse, the hushed suspense, every look on the physician's 
bended brow; then the sinaplasms to the feet, and the ice to 
the head; and now and then, through the lull or the low 
whispers, the incoherent voice of the sufierer — babbling, 
perhaps, of green fields and fairyland, while your hearts are 
breaking! Then, at length, the sleep — in that sleep, per- 
haps, the crisis — the breathless watch, the slow waking, 
the first iantt words — the old smile again, only fainter — 
your gushing tears, your low — “Thank God! thank God!” 

Picture all this: it is past; Roland has spoken — his sense 
has returned — my mother is leaning over him — his child’s 
small hands are clasped round his neck — the surgeon, who 
has been there six hours, has taken up his hat; and smiles 
gaily as he nods farewell — and my father is leamng against 
the wall, his face covered with his hands. 
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All this had been so sudden that, to use the trite phrase 
> — for no other is so expressive — it was like a dream. I felt 
an absloute, an imperious want of solitude, of the open air. 
The swell of gratitude almost stifled me — the room did not 
seem large enough for my big heart. In early youth, if we 
find it difficult to control our feelings , so we find it difficult to 
vent them in the presence of others. On the spring side of 
twenty, if any thing affects us , we rush to lock ourselves up 
in our room , or get away into the streets or the fields ; in our 
earlier years we are still the savages of Nature, and we do as 
the poor brute does , — the wounded stag leaves the herd, 
and , if there is any thing on a dog’s faithful heart, he slinks 
away into a comer. 

Accordingly, I stole out of the hotel, and wandered 
through the streets, which were quite deserted. It was about 
the first hour of dawn, the most comfortless hour there is, 
especially in London 1 But I only felt freshness in the raw 
air, and soothing in the desolate stillness. The love my uncle 
inspired was very remarkable in its nature : it was not like that 
quiet affection with which those advanced in life must usually 
content themselves, but connected with the more vivid in- 
terest that youth awakens. There was in him still so much 
of vivacity and fire, in his errors and crotchets so much of the 
self-delusion of youth, that one could scarce fancy him other 
than young. Those Quixotic exaggerated notions of honour, 
that romance of sentiment, which no hardship, care, 'grief, 
disappointment, could wear away, (singular in a period when, 
at two-and-twenty, young men declare themselves biases!') 
seemed to leave him all the charm of bc^hood. A season in 
London had made me more a man of the world, older in heart 
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than he was. Then, the sorrow that gnawed him with such 
silent sternness. No — Captain Roland was one of those men 
who seize hold of your thoughts, who mix themselves up with 
your lives. The idea that Roland should die — die with the 
load at his heart unlightened , was one that seemed to take a 
spring out of the wheels of nature, an object out of the aims » 
of life — of my life at least. For I had made it one of the 
ends of my existence to bring back the son to the father, and 
restore the smile, that must have been gay once, to the down- 
ward curve of that iron lip. But Roland was now out of 
danger, — and yet, like one who has escaped shipwreck, I 
trembled to look back on the danger past ; the voice of the 
devouring deep stilj boomed in my ears. While rapt in my 
reveries, I stopped mechanically to hear a clock strike — 
four; and, looking round, I perceived that I had wandered 
from the heart of the city, and was in one of the streets thaf 
lead out of the Strand. Immediately before me, on the door- 
steps of a large shop, whose closed shutters wore as obstinate 
a stillness as if they had guarded the secrets of seventeen 
centuries in a street in Pompeii, — reclined a form fast asleep; 
the arm propped on the hard stone supporting the head, and 
the limbs uneasily strewn over the stairs. The dress of the 
slumberer was travel-stained, tattered, yet with the remains 
of a certain pretence: an air of faded, shabby, penniless 
gentility made poverty more painful, because it seemed to 
indicate unfitness to grapple with it. The face of this person 
was hollow and pale, but its expression, even in sleep, was 
fierce and hard. I drew near and nearer; I recognised the 
countenance, the regular features, the raven hair, even a 
peculiar gracefulness of posture : the young man whom I had 
met at the inn by the way-side, and who had left me alone with 
the Savoyard and his mice in the churchyard, was before me. 

1 remained behind the shadow of one of the columns of the 
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porch, leaning against the area rails, and irresolute whether 
or not so slight an acquaintance justified me in waking the 
sleeper — when a policeman, suddenly emerging from an 
angle in the street, terminated my deliberations with the 
decision of his practical profession; for he laid hold of the 
young man’s arm and shook it roughly, — “You must not lie 
here, get up and go home I ” The sleeper woke with a quick 
start, rubbed his eyes, looked round, and fixed them upon 
the policeman so haughtily that that discriminating functiona- 
ry probably thought that it was not from sheer necessity that 
so improper a couch had been selected, and with an air of 
greater respect he said, “You have been drinking, young 
man , — can you find your way home? ” 

“Yes,” said the youth, resettling himself — “you see I 
have found it I” 

“By the Lord Harry 1” muttered the policeman, “if he 
ben’t going to sleep again I Come, come! walk on, or I must 
walk you off.” 

My old acquaintance turned round. “Policeman,” said 
he, with a strange sort of smile, “what do you think this 
lodging is worth? — I don’t say for the night, for you see that 
is over, but for the next two hours? The lodging is primitive, 
but it suits me; I should think a shilling would be a fair price 
for it, eh?” 

“You love your joke. Sir,” said the policeman, with a 
brow much relaxed, and opening his hand mechanically. 

“Say a shilling, then — it is a bargain! I hire it of you 
upon credit. Good- night, and call me at six o’clock.” . 

With that the young man settled himself so resolutely, and 
the policeman’s face exhibited such bewilderment, that I 
burst out laughing, and came from my hiding-place. 

The policeman looked at me. “Do you know this — 
this” — 
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“This gentleman?” said I, gravely. “Yes, you may 
leave him to me ; ” and I slipped the price of the lodging into 
the policeman^s hand. He looked at the shilling — he looked 
at me — he looked up the street and down the street — shook 
his head, and walked off. 1 then approached the youth, 
touched him, and said — “Can you remember me. Sir; and 
what have you done with Mr. Peacock? ” 

Stramgeb (q/?«* a pause.) — I remember you; your name 
is Caxton. 

Fisistratus. — And yours? 

Stranger. — Poor- devil, if you ask my pockets — 
pockets, which are the symbols of man; Dare-devil, if you 
ask my heart. {Surveying me from head to foot) — The world 
seems to have smiled on you, Mr. Caxton! Are you not 
ashamed to speak to a wretch lying on the stones? — but, to 
be sure, no one sees you.” 

PisiSTRATDS {sententioluly.) — Had I lived in the last 
century, I might have found Samuel Johnson lying on the 
stones. 

Stranger {rising.) — You have spoilt my sleep; you had 
a right, since you paid for the lodging. Let me walk with 
you a few paces ; you need not fear — I do not pick pockets — 
yet! 

Fisistratus. — You say the world has smiled on me; 

I fear it has frowned on you. I don’t say “ courage ,” for you 
seem to have enough of that; but I say patience ” which is 
the rarer quality of the two. 

Stranger. — Hem! {Again looking at me keenly) — Why ’ 
is it that you stop to speak to me — one of whom you know 
nothing, or worse than nothing? 

PisisTRATUS. — Because I have often thought of you; 
because you interest me ; because — pardon me — 1 would 
help you if I can — that is , if you want help. 

The Caxlons. i. 16 
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Stranger. — Want! — 1 am one want! I want sleep — 
I want food ; — I want the patience you recommend — patience 
to starve and rot. I have travelled from Paris to Boulogne 
on foot, with twelve sous in my pocket. Out of those twelve 
sous in my pocket I saved four ; with the four I went to a 
billiard -room at Boulogne; I won just enough to pay my 
passage and buy three rolls. You see I only require capital 
in order to make a fortune. If with four sous I .can win ten 
francs in a night, what could I win with a capital of four so- 
vereigns, and in the course of a year? — that is an application of 
the Rule of Three which my head aches too much to calculate 
just at present. Well, those three rolls have lasted me three 
days ; the last crumb went for supper last night. Therefore, 
take care how you offer me money, (for that is what men 
mean by help.) You see I have no option but to take it. 
But I warn you, don’t expect gratitude! — I have none 
in me! 

PisiSTRATUS. — You are not so bad as you paint yourself. 
I would do something more for you, if I can, than lend you 
the little I have to offer ; will you be frank with me? 

Stranger. — That depends — I have been frank enough 
hitherto , I think. 

PisiSTRATDS. — True ; so I proceed without scruple. 
Don’t tell me your name or your condition, if you object to 
such confidence; but tell me if you have relations to whom 
you can apply? You shake your head: well, then, are you 
willing to work for yourself? or is it only at the billiard-table 
— pardon me — that you can try to make four sous produce 
ten francs ? 

Stranger (musing.) — I understand you; I have never 
worked yet — I abhor work. But I have no objection to try 
if it is in me. 
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PisiSTRATUS. — It is in you : a man who can walk from 
Paris to Boulogne with twelve sous in his poeket, and save ^ 
four for a purpose — who can stake those four on the cool i 
confidence in his own skill, even at billiards — who can sub- j 
sist for three days on three rolls — and who, on the fourth ■ 
day, can wake from the stones of a capital with an eye and a 
spirit as proud as yours, has in him all the requisites to subdue \ 
fortune. 

Stranger. — Do you work? — you? 

PisiSTRATUs. — Yes — and hard. 

Stranger. — I am ready to work, then. 

PISISTRATUS. — Good. Now, what can you do? 

Stranger (with his odd smile.) — Many things useful. 

I can split a bullet on a penknife : I know the secret tierce of 
Coulon, the fencing- master: I can speak two languages 
(besides English) like a native, even to their slang: I know 
every game in the cards: I can act comedy, tragedy, farce: 

I can drink down Bacchus himself: I can make any woman I 
please in love with me — that is, any woman good-for-nothing. 
Can I earn a handsome livelihood out of all this — wear kid 
gloves, and set up a cabriolet? — you see my wishes are 
modest! 

PISISTRATUS. — You speak two languages, you say, like 
a native, — French, I suppose, is one of them? 

Stranger. — Yes. 

PISISTRATUS. — Will you teach it? 

Stranger (haughtily.) — No. Je suis gentilhomme , which 
means more or less than a gentleman. Gentilhomme means 
well bom , because free born, — teachers are slaves ! 

PISISTRATUS (unconsciously imitating Mr. Trevanion.) — 
Stuff! 
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Stranger (looks angry, and then laughs.') — Very true; 
stilts don’t suit shoes like these 1 But I cannot teach : heaven 
help those I should teach 1 — Anything else? 

PisiSTRATUS- — Anything else! — you leave me a wide 
margin. You know French thoroughly; — to write as well as 
speak? — that is much. Give me some address where I can 
find you, — or will you call on me? 

Stranger. — No! Any evening at dusk I will meet you. 
I have no address to give; and I cannot show these rags at 
another man’s door. 

PisiSTRATUs. — At nine in the evening, then, and 
here in the Strand, on Thursday next. I may then have 
found something that will suit you. Meanwhile — (slides 
his purse into the Stranger's hand. N.B. — Purse not very 
full.) 

Stranger, with the air of one conferring a favour, pockets 
the purse; and there is something so striking in the very 
absence of all emotion at so accidental a rescue from starva- 
tion, that PISISTRATUS exclaims, — 

“I don’t know why I should have taken this fancy to you, 
Mr. Dare-devil, if that be the name that please you best. The 
wood you are made of seems cross-grained, and full of knots ; 
and yet, in the hands of a skilful carver, I think it would be 
worth much.” . 

Stranger (startled.) — Do you? do you? None, I be- 
lieve, ever thought that before. But the same wood, I sup- 
pose , that makes the gibbet could make the mast of a man- 
of-war. I tell you , however, why you have taken this fancy 
to me, — the strong sympathise with the strong. You, too, 
could subdue fortune! 
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PisiSTRATUS. — Stop; if 60 — If there is congeniality 
between us, then liking should be reciprocal. Come, say 
that; for half my chance of helping you is in my power to 
touch your heart. 

Stranger {evidently softened.) — If I were as great a 
rogue as I ought to be, my answer would be easy enough. As 
it is, I delay it. — Adieu — on Thursday. 

Stranger vanishes in the labyrinth of alleys round Lei- 
cester Square. 


CHAPTER III. 

On my return to The Lamb, I found that my uncle was in 
a soft sleep; and after an evening visit from the surgeon, and 
his assurance that the fever was fast subsiding, and all cause 
for alarm was gone, I thought it necessary to go back to 
Trevanion’s house, and explain the reason for my night’s 
absence. But the family had not returned from the country. 
Trevanion himself came up for a few hours in the afternoon, 
and seemed to feel much for my poor uncle’s illness. Though, 
as usual, very busy, he accompanied me to The Lamb, to see 
my father, and cheer him up. Roland still continued to mend, 
as the surgeon phrased it; and as we went back to St. James’s 
Square, Trevanion had the consideration to release me from 
my oar in his galley, for the next few days. My mind, re- 
lieved from my anxiety for Roland, now turned to my new 
friend. It had not been without an object that I had ques- 
tioned the young man as to his knowledge of French. Tre- 
vanion had a large correspondence in foreign countries, which 
was carried on in^that language, and here I could be but of 
little help to him. He himself, though he spoke and wrote 
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French with fluency and grammatical correctness, wanted 
that intimate knowledge of the most delicate and diplomatic of 
all languages to satisfy his classical purism. For Trevanion 
was a terrible word-weigher. His taste was the plague of my 
life and his own. His prepared speeches (or rather perora- 
tions) were the most finished pieces of cold diction that could 
be conceived under the marble portico of the Stoics, — so 
filed and turned, trimmed and tamed, that they never ad- 
mitted a sentence that could warm the heart, — or one that 
could offend the ear. He had so great a horror of a vulgarism 
that, like Canning, he would have made a periphrasis of a 
couple of lines to avoid using the word ‘cat.’ It was only in 
extempore speaking that a ray of his real genius could in- 
discreetly betray Itself. One may judge what labour such a 
super-refinement of taste would inflict upon a man writing in a 
language not his own to some distinguished statesman, or 
' some literary institution, — knowing that language just well 
enough to recognise all the native elegances he failed to at- 
tain. Trevanion, at that very moment, was employed upon 
a statistical document, intended as a communication to a 
Society at Copenhagen, of which he was an honorary member. 
It had been for three weeks the torment of the whole house, 
especially of poor Fanny, (whose French was the best at our 
joint disposal.) But Trevanion had found her phraseology 
too mincing, too eflTeminate, too much that of the boudoir. 
Here, then, was an opportunity to introduce my new friend, 
and test the capacities that I fancied he possessed. I there- 
fore, though with some hesitation, led the subject to “Re- 
marks on the Mineral Treasures of Great Britain and Ire- 
land,” (such was the title of the work intended to enlighten 
t\\Q savants of Denmark;) and, by certain ingenious circum- 
locutions, known to all able applicants, I introduced my 
acquaintance with a young gentleman who possessed the most 
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familiar and Intimate knowledge of French, and who might be 
of use in revising the manuscript. I knew enough of Tre- 
vanion, to feel that I could not reveal the circumstances under 
which I had formed that acquaintance, for he was much too 
practical a plan not to have been frightened out of his wits at 
the idea of submitting so classical a performance to so dis- 
reputable a scapegrace. As it was, however, Trevauion, 
whose mind at that moment was full of a thousand other 
things, caught at my suggestion, with very little cross-ques- 
tioning on the subject, and, before he left London, consigned 
the manuscript to my charge. 

“My friend is poor,” said I timidly. 

“Oh! as to that,” cried Trevanion hastily, “if it is a 
matter of charity, I put my purse in your hands; but don’t 
put my manuscript in his 1 If it is a matter of business , it is 
another affair, and I must judge of his work before I can say 
how much it is worth — perhaps nothing!” 

So ungracious was this excellent man in his very virtues ! 

“Nay,” said I, “it is a matter of business, and so we will 
consider it.” 

“In that case,” said Trevanion, concluding the matter, 
and buttoning his pockets, “if I dislike his work, nothing; if 
I like it, twenty guineas. Where are the evening papers?” 
and in another moment the member of parliament had for- 
gotten the statist, and was pishing and tutting over the Globe 
or the Sun. 

On Thursday, my uncle was well enough to be moved into 
our house ; and on the same evening, I went forth to keep my 
appointment with the stranger. The clock struck nine as we 
met. The palm of punctuality might be divided between us. 
He had profited by the interval , since our last meeting , to 
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repair the more obvious deficiencies of his wardrobe; and 
though there was something still wild, dissolute, outlandish, 
about his whole appearance, yet in the elastic energy of his - 
step, and the resolute assurance of his bearing, there was 
that which Nature gives to her own aristocracy, — for, as far 
as my observation goes, what has been called the “grand air” 
(and which is wholly distinct from the polish of manner, or 
the urbane grace of high breeding,) is always accompanied, 
and perhaps produced, by two qualities — courage, and the 
desire of command. It is more common to a half- savage 
nature than one wholly civilised. The Arab has it, so has 
the American Indian ; and I suspect it was more frequent 
among the knights and barons of the middle ages than it is 
among the polished gentlemen of the modem drawing- 
room. 

We shook hands, and walked on a few moments m silence; 
at length thus commenced the Strajtger, — 

“You have found it more difficult, I fear, than you 
imagined, to make the empty sack stand upright. Consider- 
ing that at least one third of those born to work cannot find it, 
why should I?” 

PisiSTRATUS. — I am hard-hearted enough to believe that 
work never fails to those who seek it in good earnest. It was 
said of some man, famous for keeping his word, that “if he 
had promised you an acorn, and all the oaks in England failed 
to produce one, he would have sent to Norway for an acorn.” 

If I wanted work, and there was none to be had in the Old 
World, I would find my way to the New. But, to the point: 

I have found something for you, which I do not think your 
taste will oppose, and which may open to you the means of an 
honourable independence. But I cannot well explain it in the 
streets , where shall we go ? 
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Stranger (after some hesitation.) — I have a lodging near 
here , which 1 need not blush to take you to — I mean, that it 
is not among rogues and castaways. 

PisiSTRATDS (much pleased, and taking the stranger's 
arm.) Come, then. 

Pisistratus and the stranger pass over Waterloo Bridge, 
and pause before a small house of respectable appearance. 
Stranger admits them both with a latch-key — leads the way 
to the third story — strikes a light, and does the honours to a 
small chamber, clean and orderly. Pisistratus explains the 
task to be done, and opens the manuscript. The stranger 
draws his chair deliberately towards the light, and runs his 
eye rapidly over the pages. Pisistratus trembles to see him 
pause before a long array of figures and calculations. Cer- 
tainly it does not look inviting; but, pshaw! it is scarcely 
a part of the task , which limits itself to the mere correction of 
words. 

Stranger (briefly.) — There must be a mistake here. 
Stay! — I see, — [He turns back a few pages, and corrects 
with rapid precision an error in a somewhat complicated and 
abstruse calculation.] 

Pisistratus (surprised.) — You seem a notable arithme- 
tician. 

Stranger. — Did I not tell you that I was skilful in all 
games of mingled skill and chance? It requires an arithmetical 
head -for that: a first-rate card-player is a financier spoilt. I am 
certain that you could never find a man fortunate on the turf, 
or at the gaming-table, who had not an excellent head for 
figures. Well, this French is good enough apparently: there 
are but a few idioms, here and there, that, strictly speaking, 
arc more English than French. But the whole is a work scarce 
worth paying for! 
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PisiSTRATUS. — The work of the head fetches a price not 
proportioned to the quantity, but the quality. When shall I call 
for this? 

Stranger. — To-morrow. [And he puts the manuscript 
away in a drawer. ] 

We then conversed on various matters for nearly an hour; 
and my impression of this young man’s natural ability was con- 
firmed and heightened. But it was an ability as wrong and per- 
verse in its directions or instincts as a French novelist’s. He 
seemed to have, to a high degree, the harder portion of the 
reasoning faculty, but to be almost wholly without that arch 
beautifier of character, that sweet purifier of mere intellect — 
the imaginalion. For, though we are too much taught to be on 
our guard against imagination, I hold it, with Captain Roland, 
to be the divinest kind of reason we possess, and the one that 
lea Js us the least astray. In youth, indeed, it occasions errors, 
but they are not of a sordid or debasing nature. * Newton says 
that one final effect of the comets is to recruit the seas and the 
planets by a condensation of the vapours and exhalations 
therein; and so even the erratic flashes of an imagination really 
healthful and vigorous deepen our knowledge and brighten our 
lights ; they recruit our seas and our stars. Of such flashes my 
new friend was as innocent as the sternest matter-of-factperson 
could desire. Fancies he had in profusion, and very bad ones ; 
but of imagination not a scintilla I His mind was one of those 
which live in a prison of logic, and cannot, or will not, see 
beyond the bars : such a nature is at once positive and scep- 
tical. This boy had thought proper to decide at once on the 
numberless complexities of the social world from his own harsh 
experience. With him the whole system was a war and a cheat. 
If the universe were entirely composed of knaves, he would be 
sure to have made his way. Now this bias of mind, alike shrewd 
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and unamlable, might be safe enough if accompanied by a le- 
thargic temper; but it threatened to become terrible and dan- 
gerous in one who, in default of imagination , possessed abun- 
dance of passion: and this was -the case with the young outcast. 
Passion, in him, comprehended many of the worst emotions 
which militate against human happiness. You could not con- 
tradict him, but you raised quick choler; you could not speak 
of wealth , but the cheek paled with gnawing envy. The asto- 
nishing natural advantages of this poor boy — his beauty, his 
readiness, the daring spirit that breathed around him like a 
fiery atmosphere — had raised his constitutional self-confidence 
into an arrogance that turned his very claims to admiration 
into prejudices against him. Irascible, envious, arrogant — bad 
enough, but not the worst, for these salient angles were all var- 
nished over with a cold repellant C}Tiici8m , his passions vented 
themselves in sneers. There seemed in him no moral suscep- 
tibility; and, what was more remarkable in a proud nature, 
little or nothing of the true point of honour. He had, to a mor- 
bid excess, that desire to rise which is vulgarly called ambition, 
but no apparent wish for fame, or esteem, or the love of his 
species ; only the hard wish to succeed, not shine, not serve, — 
succeed, that he might have the right to despise a world which 
galled his self-conceit, and enjoy the pleasures which the re- 
dundant nervous life in him seemed to crave. Such were the 
more patent attributes of a character that, ominous as it was, 
yet interested me, and yet appeared to me redeemable, — nay, 
to have in it the rude elements of a certain greatness. Ought 
we not to make something great out of a youth under twenty 
who has, in the highest degree, quickness to conceive and 
courage to execute ? On the other hand , all faculties that can 
make greatness contain those that can attain goodness. In the 
savage Scandinavian , or the ruthless Frank, lay the germs of a 
Sidney or a Bayard. What would the best of us be, if he were 
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suddenly placed at war with the whole world? And this fierce 
spirit was at war with the whole world — a war self-sought, per- 
haps, but it was war not the less. You must surround the sa- 
vage with peace , if you want the virtues of peace. 

I cannot say that it was in a single interview and conference 
that I came to these convictions ; but I am rather summing 
up the impressions which I received as I saw more of this 
person, whose destiny I had presumed to take under my 
charge. 

In going away, I said, “But, at all events, you have a 
name in your lodgings: whom am I to ask for when I call to- 
morrow?” 

“ Oh, you may know my name now,” said he, smiling: “it is 
Vivian — Francis Vivian.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

I BEMEMBER One morning, when a boy, loitering by an old 
tvall, to watch the operations of a garden spider, whose web 
seemed to be in great request. When I first stopped , she was 
engaged very quietly with a fly of the domestic species, whom 
she managed with ease and dignity. But just when she was 
most interested in that absorbing employment, came a couple 
of May-flies, and then a gnat, and then a blue-bottle, — all at 
different angles of the web. Never was a poor spider so 
distracted by her good fortune I She evidently did not know 
which godsend to take first. The aboriginal victim being re- 
leased, she slid half-way towards the May-flies; then one of her 
eight eyes caught sight of the blue-bottle ! and she shot ofi^ in 
that direction; — when the hum of the gnat again diverted her; 
and in the middle of this perplexity, pounce came a young wasp 
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in a violent passion ! Then the spider evidently lost her pre- 
sence of mind; she became clean demented; and after stand- 
ing, stupid and stock-still, in the middle of her meshes, for a 
minute or two , she ran olT to her hole as fast as she could run, 
and left her guests to shift for themselves. I confess that I am 
somewhat in the dilemma of the attractive and amiable insect I 
have just described. I got on well enough while I had only my 
domestic fly to see after. But now that there is something 
fluttering at every end of my net, (and especially since the ad- 
vent of that passionate young wasp, who is fuming and buzzing 
in the nearest corner I) I am fairly at a loss which I should first 
grapple with — and, alas! unlike the spider, I have no hole 
where I can hide myself, and let theweb do the weaver’s work. 
But I will imitate the spider as far as I can ; and while the rest 
hum and struggle away their impatient, unnoticed hour, I will 
retreat into the inner labyrinth of my own life. 

The illness of my uncle, and my renewed acquaintance with 
Vivian , had naturally sufficed to draw my thoughts from the 
rash and unpropitious love I had conceived for Fanny Tre- 
vanion. During the absence of the family from London, (and 
they stayed some time longer than had been expected , ) I had 
leisure, however, to recall my father’s touching history, and 
the moral it had so obviously preached to me; and I formed so 
many good resolutions, that it was with an untrembling hand 
that I welcomed Miss Trevanion at last to London, and with a 
firm heart that I avoided, as much as possible, the fatal chanii 
of her society. The slow convalescence of my uncle gave me a 
just excuse for discontinuing our rides. Wliat time Trevanion 
spared me, it was natural that I should spend with my family. 
I went to no balls nor parties. I even absented myself from 
Trevanion’s periodical dinners. Miss Trevanion at first ral- 
lied me on my seclusion with her usual lively malice. But I 
continued worthily to complete my martjTdom. I took care 
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that no reproachful look at the gaiety that wrung my soul 
should betray my secret. Then Fanny seemed either hurt or 
disdainful, and avoided altogether entering her father’s study; 
all at once, she changed her tactics, and was seized with a 
strange desire for knowledge, which brought her into the 
room to look for a book, or ask a question , ten times a- day. 

I was proof to all. But, to speak truth, I was profoundly 
wretched. Looking back now, I am dismayed at the re- 
membrance of my own sufferings : my health became seriously 
affected ; I dreaded alike the trial of the day and the anguish 
of the night. My only distractions were in my visits to Vivian, 
and my escape to the dear circle of home. And that home 
was my safeguard and preservative in that crisis of my life. 

Its atmosphere of unpretending honour and serene virtue 
strengthened all my resolutions ; it braced me for my struggles 
against the strongest passion which youth admits, and counter- 
acted the evil vapours of that air in which Vivian’s envenomed 
spirit breathed and moved. Without the influence of such a 
home, if I had succeeded in the conduct that probity enjoined 
towards those in whose house I was a trusted guest, I do not 
think I could have resisted the contagion of that malign and 
morbid bitterness against fate and the world which love, 
thwarted by fortune , is too inclined of itself to conceive , and 
in the expression of which Vivian was not without the elo- 
quence that belongs to earnestness , whether in truth or false- 
hood. But, somehow or other, I never left the little room 
that contained the grand suffering in the face of the veteran 
soldier, whose lip, often quivering with anguish, was never 
heard to murmur; and the tranquil wisdom which had suc- 
ceeded my father’s early trials, (trials like my own,) ^nd the 
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childhood of Blanche, (by which name the Elf had faip 
herself to us,) whom I already loved as a sister, 
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feeling that those four walls contained enough to sweeten the 
world, had it been filled to its capacious brim with gall and 
hyssop. 

Trevanion had been more than satisfied with Vivian’s per- 
formance — he had been struck with it. For though the cor- 
rections in the mere phraseology had been very limited, they 
went beyond verbal amendments — they suggested such 
words as improved the thoughts; and, besides that notable 
correction of an arithmetical efror, which Trevanion’s mind 
was formed to over-appreciate, one or two brief annotations 
on the margin were boldly hazarded, prompting some stronger 
link in a chain of reasoning, or indicating the necessity for 
some further evidence in the assertion of a statement. And 
all this from the mere natural and naked logic of an acute 
mind, unaided by the smallest knowledge of the subject 
treated of! Trevanion threw quite enough work into Vivian’s 
hands, and at a remuneration sufficiently liberal to realise my 
promise of an independence. And more than once he asked 
me to introduce to him my friend. But this I continued to 
elude — heaven knows, not from jealousy, but simply because 
I feared that Vivian’s manner and way of talk would singularly 
displease one who detested presumption , and understood no 
eccentricities but his own. 

Still Vivian, whose Industry was of a strong wing, but only 
for short flights, had not enough to employ more than a few 
hours of his day, and I dreaded lest he should, from very idle- 
ness, fall back into old habits, and reseek old friendships. 
His cynical candour allowed that both were sufficiently disre- 
putable to justify grave apprehensions of such a result; ac- 
cordingly, I contrived to find leisure in my evenings to lessen 
his ennuif by accompanying him in rambles through the gas-lit 
streets, or occasionally, for an hour or so, to one of the 
theatres. 
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Vivian’s 6rst care, on finding himself rich enough, had 
been bestowed on his person ; and those two faculties of ob- 
servation and imitation which minds so ready always eminent- 
ly possess, had enabled him to achieve that graceful neatness 
of costume peculiar to the English gentleman. For the first 
few days of his metamorphosis , traces indeed of a constitu- 
tional love of show, or vulgar companionship, were noticeable; 
but one by one they disappeared. First went a gaudy neck- 
cloth, with collars turned down ; then a pair of spurs vanished ; 
and lastly, a diabolical instrument tliat he called a cane — but 
which, by means of a running bullet, could serve as a blud- 
geon at one end, and concealed a dagger in the other — sub- 
sided into the ordinary walking-stick adapted to our peaceable 
metropolis. A similar change, though in a less degree, 
gradually took place in his manner and -conversation. He 
grew less abrupt In the one, and more calm, perhaps more 
cheerful, in the other. It was evident that he was not insen- 
sible to the elevated pleasure of providing for himself by 
praiseworthy exertion — of feeling for the first time that his 
intellect was of use to him, creditably. A new world, though 
‘still dim — seen through mist and fog, began to dawn upon 
him. 

Such is the vanity of us poor mortals , that my interest in 
Vivian was probably increased, and my aversion to much in 
him materially softened, by observing that I had gained a sort 
of ascendency over his savage nature. When we had first met 
by the road-side, and afterwards conversed in the churchyard, 
the ascendency was certainly not on my side. But I now came 
from a larger sphere of society than that in which he had yet 
moved. I had seen and listened to the first men in England. 
What had then dazzled me only, now moved my pity. On the 
other hand, his active mind could not but observe the change 
in me; and, whether from envy or a better feeling, he was 
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willing to learn from me how to eclipse me , and resume his 
earlier superiority — not to be superior chafed him. Thus he 
listened to me with docility when I pointed out the books 
which connected ^themselyes with the various subjects inci- 
dental to the miscellaneous matters on which he was em- 
ployed. Though he had less of the literary turn of mind than 
any one equally clever I have ever met, and had read little, 
considering the quantity of thought he had acquired , and the 
show he made of the'few works with which he had voluntarily 
made himself familiar, he yet resolutely sate himself down to 
study; and though it was clearly against the grain, I augured 
the more favourably from tokens of a determination to do 
what was at the present irksome for a purpose in the future. 
Yet, whether I should have approved the purpose — had I 
thoroughly understood it — is another question ! There were 
abysses, both in his past life and in his character, which I 
could not penetrate. There was in him both a reckless frank- 
ness and a vigilant reserve. His frankness was apparent in his 
talk on all matters immediately before us ; in the utter absence 
of all effort to make himself seem better than he was. His 
reserve was equally shown in the ingenious evasion of every 
species of confidence that could admit me into such secrets of 
his life as he chose to conceal: where he had been bom, 
reared, and educated; how he came to be thrown on his own 
resources; how he had contrived, how he had subsisted, 
were all matters on which he seemed to have taken an oath to 
Harpocrates , the god of silence. And yet he was full of anec- 
dotes of what he had seen, of strange companions, whom he 
never named, but into whose society he had been thrown. 
And, to do him justice, I remarked that, though his precodous 
experience seemed to have been gathered from the holes and 
comers, the sewers and drains of life, and though he seemed 
wholly without dislike to dishonesty , and to regard virtue or 
Tla Caxtons. I. 17 
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vice with as serene an indifference as some grand poet who 
views them both merely as ministrants to his art, yet he never 
betrayed any positive breach of honesty in himself. He could 
laugh over the story of some ingenious fraud that he had wit- 
nessed, and seem insensible to its turpitude ; but he spoke of 
it in the tone of an unreproving witness , not of an actual ac- 
complice. As we grew more intimate, he felt gradually, how- 
ever, that pudor, or instinctive shame, which the contact with 
minds habituated to the distinctions between wrong and right 
unconsciously produces, — and such stories ceased. He 
never but once mentioned his family, and that was in the fol- 
lowing odd and abrupt manner, — 

“Ah!” cried he one day, stopping suddenly before a 
print-shop, “how that reminds me of my dear, dear 
mother.” 

“Which?” said I eagerly, puzzled between an engraving 
of Raffaelle’s “Madonna,” and another of “The Brigand’s 
Wife.” 

Vivian did not satisfy my curiosity, but drew me on in spite 
of my reluctance. 

“You loved your mother, then?” said I, after a pause. 

“Yes, as a whelp may a tigress.” 

“That ’s a strange comparison.” 

“ Or a bull-dog may the prize-fighter, his master ! Do you 
like that better?” 

“Not much ; is it a comparison your mother would like ? ” 

“Like ! — she is dead 1 ” said he , rather falteringly. • 

I pressed his arm closer to mine. 

“I understand you,” said he, with his cynic repellant 
smile. “But you do wrong to feel for my loss. I feel for it; 
but no one who cares for me should sympathise with my 
grief.” 
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“Why?” 

“Because my mother was not what the world would call a 
good woman. I did not love her the less for that — and now 
let us change the subject.” 

“Nay; since you have said so much, Vivian, let me coax 
you to say on. Is not your father living? ” 

“Is not the Monument standing?” 

“I suppose so, — what of that? ” 

“ Why , it matters ver)' little to either of us ; and my ques- 
tion answers yours!” 

I could not get on after this, and I never did get on a step 
farther. I must own that, if Vivian did not impart his con- 
fidence liberally, neither did he seek confidence inquisitively 
from me. He listened with interest if I spoke of Trevanioft, 
(for I told him frankly of my connexion with that personage, 
though you may be sure that I said nothing of Fanny,) and of 
the brilliant world that my residence with one so distinguished 
opened to me. But if ever, in the fulness of my heart, I 
began to speak of my parents, of my home, he evinced either 
so impertinent an ennui, or assumed so chilling a sneer, that 
I usually hurried away from him, as well as the subject, in 
indignant disgust. Once especially, when I asked him to let 
me introduce him to my father — a point on which I was really 
anxious, for I thought it impossible but that the devil within 
him would be softened by that contact — he said with his low, 
scornful laugh — 

“My dear Caxton, when I was a child, I was so bored with 
‘ Telemachus,’ that, in order to endure it, I turned it into 
travesty.” 

“Well.” 

“Are you not afraid that the same wicked disposition might 
make a caricature of your Ulysses? ” 

17 * 


Digitized by Google 



260 


i 


I did not see Mr. Vivian for three days after that speech ; 
and 1 should not have seen him then, only we met, by ac- 
cident, under the Colonnade of the Opera-House. Vivian 
was leaning against one of the columns, and watching the 
long procession which swept to the only temple in vogue that 
Art has retained in the English Babel. Coaches and chariots, 
blazoned with arms and coronets — cabriolets (the brougham 
had not then replaced them) of sober hue, but exquisite ap- 
pointment, with gigantic horses and pigmy “tigers,” dashed 
on and rolled off before him. Fair women and gay dresses, 
stars and ribbons — the rank and the beauty of the patrician 
world — passed him by. And I could not resist the com- 
passion with which this lonely, friendless, eager, discontented 
spirit inspired me — gazing on that gorgeous existence in 
which it fancied itself formed to shine, with the ardour of 
desire and the despair of exclusion. By one glimpse of that 
dark countenance, I read what was passing within the yet 
darker heart. The emotion might not be amiable, nor the 
thoughts wise, yet, were they unnatural? I had experienced 
something of them — not at the sight of gay-dressed people, 
of wealth and idleness, pleasure and fashion; but when, at 
the doors of parliament, men who have won noble names, 
and whose word had weight on the destinies of glorious Eng- 
land, brushed heedlessly by to their grand arena; or when, 
amidst the holiday crowd of ignoble pomp, I had heard the 
murmur of fame buzz and gather round some lordly labourer 
in art or letters. That contrast between glory so near, and 
yet so far, and one’s own obscurity, of course I had felt it — 
who has not? Alas, many a youth not fated to be a Themis- 
tocles, will yet feel that the trophies of a Miltiades will not 
suffer him to sleep! So I went up to Vivian, and laid my 
hand on his shoulder. 

“Ah!” said he, more gently than usual, “I am glad to 
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see you and to apologise — I offended you the other day. 
But you would not get Tery gracious answers from sonls in 
purgatory , if you talked to them of the happiness of heaven. 
Never speak to me about homes and fathers! Enough, I see 
you forgive me. Why are you not going to the opera? You 
can!’* 

“And you too, if you so please. A ticket is shamefully 
dear, to be sure ; still, if you are fond of music, it is a luxury 
you can afford.” 

“Oh, you flatter me if you fancy the prudence of saving 
withholds me ! I did go the other night, but 1 shall not go 
again. Music! — when you go to the opera, is it for the 
music?” 

“ Only partially, I own: the lights, the scene, the pageant, 
attract me quite as much. But I do not think the opera a very 
profitable pleasure for either of us. For rich idle people, I 
dare say, it may be as innocent an amusement as any other, 
but I find it a sad enervator.” 

“And I just the reverse — a horrible stimulant! Caxton, 
do you know that, ungracious as it will sound to you, I am 
growing impatient of this ‘honourable independence! ’ What 
does it lead to? — board, clothes, and lodging, — can it ever 
bring me any thing more? ” 

“At first, Vivian, you limited your aspirations to kid gloves 
and a cabriolet — it has brought you the kid gloves already, 
by-and-by it will bring the cabriolet ! ” 

“ Our wishes grow by what they feed on. You live in the 
great world — you can have excitement if you please it — I 
want excitement, I want the world, I want room for my mind, 
man! Do you understand me?” 

“Perfectly — and sympathise with yon, my poor Vivian; 
but it will all come. Patience! as I preached to you while 
dawn rose so comfortless over the streets of London. You 
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are not losing time — fill your mind, read, study, fit yourself 
for ambition. Why wish to fly till you have got your wings? 

I Live in books now : after all, they are splendid palaces, and ' 
open to us all, rich and poor.” ' 

“Books, books I — ah, you are the son of a bookman! It 
is not by books that men get on in the world, and enjoy life in 
the meanwhile.” 

“I don’t know that; but, my good fellow, you want to do 
both — get on in the world as fast as labour can, and enjoy 
life as pleasantly as indolence may. You want to live like the 
butterfly, and yet have all the honey of the bee ; and, what is 
the very deuce of the whole, even as the butterfly, you ask 
every flower to grow up in a moment ; and as a bee, the whole 
hive must be stored in a quarter of an hour! Patience, pa- 
tience, patience!” 

Vivian sighed a fierce sigh. “I suppose,” said he, after 
an unquiet pause, “that the vagrant and the outlaw are strong 
in me; for I long to run back to my old existence, which was 
all action, and therefore allowed no thought.” 

While he thus said, we had wandered round the Colon- 
nade, and were in that narrow passage, in which is situated 
the more private entrance to the opera; close by the doors of 
that entrance, two or three young men were lounging. As 
Vivian ceased, the voice of one of these loungers came laugh- 
ingly to our ears. 

“Oh!” it said, apparently in answer to some question, 
“I have a much quicker way to fortune than that; I mean to 
marry an heiress ! ” 

Vivian started, and looked at the speaker. He was a yery 
good-looking fellow. Vivian continued to look at him, and 
deliberately, from head to foot; he then turned away with a 
satisfied and thoughtful smile. 
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“Certainly,” said I gravely, (construing the smile,) “you 
are right there ; you are even better-looking than that heiress- 
hunter ! ” 

Vivian coloured ; but before he could answer, one of the 
loungers, as the group recovered from the gay laugh which 
their companion’s easy coxcombry had excited, said, — 

“Then, by the way, if you want an heiress, here comes 
one of the greatest inEngland; but instead of being a younger 
son, with three good lives between you and an Irish peerage, 
one ought to be an earl at least to aspire to Fanny Tre- 
vanion I 

The name thrilled through me — I felt myself tremble 
and, looking up, I saw Lady Ellinor and Miss Trevanion, as 
they hurried from their carriage towards the entrance of the 
opera. They both recognised me, and Fanny cried, — 

**Tou here! How fortunate! You must see us into the 
box, even if you run away the moment after.” 

“But I am not dressed for the opera,” said I, embar- 
rassed. 

“ And why not? ” asked Miss Trevanion ; then , dropping 
her voice, she added, “Why do you desert us so wilfully?” 
— and, leaning her hand on my arm, I was drawn irresistibly 
into the lobby. The young loungers at the door made way 
for us, and eyed me, no doubt, with envy. 

“Nay ! ” said I, affecting to laugh , as I saw Miss Trevanion 
waited for my reply. “You forget how little time I have for 
such amusements now, — and my uncle — ” 

“ Oh, but Mamma and I have been to see your uncle to-day, 
and he is nearly well — is he not. Mamma? I cannot tell you 
how 1 like and admire him. He is just what I fancy a Douglas 
of the old day. But Mamma is impatient. Well, you must 
• dine with us to-morrow— promise ! — not adieu, but au revoir," 
and Fanny glided to her mother’s arm. Lady Ellinor, always 
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kind and courteous to me, had good-naturedly lingered tiU 
this dialogue was over. 

On returning to the passage I found Vivian walking to and 
fro; he had lighted his cigar, and was smoking energe- 
tically. 

“ So this great heiress , ” said he smiling, “who, as far as I 
could see — under her hood — seems no less fair than rich , is 
the daughter, I presume, of the Mr. Trevanion whose effusions 
you so kindly submit to me. He Is very rich, then? You 
never said so, yet I ought to have known it: but you seel 
know nothing of your beau monde — I did not even know be- 
fore to-night that Miss Trevanion is one of the greatest 
heiresses in England. ” 

“Yes, Mr. Trevanion is rich,” said I, repressing a sigh — 
“very rich. ” 

“ And you are his secretary ! My dear friend , you may well 
offer me patience, for a large stock of yours will, I hope, be 
superfluous to you. ” 

“I don’t understand you. ” 

“Yet you heard that young gentleman as well as myself; 
and you are in the same house as the heiress. ” 

“Vivian!” 

“ Well, what have I said so monstrous ? ” 

“Pooh! since you refer to that young gentleman, — you 
heard, too, what his companion told him, — ‘one ought to be an 
earl, at least, to aspire to Fanny Trevanion ! ’ ” 

“Tut! as well say that one ought to be a milliormaire to 
aspire to a million ! — yet I believe those who make millions 
generally begin with pence. ” 

“That belief should be a comfort and encouragement 
to you, Vivian. And now, good-night, — I have much to 
do.” 

“ Good- night , then , ” said Vivian , and we parted. 
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I made my way to Mr. Trevanion’s house, and to the study. 
There was a formidable arrear of business waiting for me, and 
I sate down to it at first resolutely; but, by degrees, I found 
my thoughts wandering from the eternal blue-books, and the 
pen slipped from my hand, in the midst of an extract from a 
Report on Sierra Leone. My pulse beat loud and quick; I 
was in that state of nervous fever which only emotion can oc- 
cassion. The sweet voice of Fanny rang in my ears ; her eyes, 
as I had last met them , unusually gentle — almost beseeching 
— gazed upon me wherever I turned ; and then, as in mockery, 
I heard again those words, — “One ought to be an earl, at 
least, to aspire to ” — Oh ! did I aspire? Was I vain fool so 
frantic ? — household traitor so consummate ? No, no I Then 
what did I under the same roof? — why stay to imbibe this 
sweet poison, that was corroding the very springs of my life? 
At that self-question, which, had I been but a year or two 
older, I should have asked long before , a mortal terror seized 
me; the blood rushed from my heart, and left me cold — icy 
cold. To leave the house I leave Fanny ! — never again to see 
those eyes — never to hear that voice ! — better die of the 
sweet poison than of the desolate exile 1 I rose — I opened 
the windows — I walked to and fro the room : I could decide 
nothing — think of nothing; all my mind was in an uproar. 
With a violent effort at self-mastery , I approached the table 
again. I resolved to force myself to my task, if it were only to 
re-collect my faculties , and enable them to bear my own tor- 
ture. I turned over the books impatiently, when, lo ! buried 
amongst them, what met my eye — archly, yet reproachfully? 
the face of Fanny herself! Her miniature was there. It had 
been, I knew, taken a few days before, by a young artist whom 
Trevanion patronised. I suppose Trevanion had carried it 
into: his study to examine it, and so left it there carelessly. 
The painter* had seized Fanny’s peculiar expression — her 
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iaeflable smile — so charming, so malicious; even her fa- 
vourite posture, — the small head turned over the rounded 
Hebe-like shoulder — the eye glancing up from under the hair. 
I know not what change in my madness came over me ; but I 
sank on my knees , and, kissing the miniature again and again, 
burst into tears. Such tears I I did not hear the door open — 
I did not see the shadow steal over the floor; a light hand 
rested on my shoulder, trembling as it rested. I started — 
Fanny herself was bending over me ! 

“What is the matter?” she asked tenderly. “What has 
happened? — your uncle — your family — all well? Why are 
you weeping?” 

I could not answers ; but I kept my hands clasped over the 
miniature, that she might not see what they contained. 

“Will you not answer? Am I not your friend — almost 
your sister? Come, shall I call Mamma? ” 

“Yes — yes; go — go.” 

“ No , I will not go yet. What have you there? — what are 
you hiding?” 

And innocently, and sister-like, those hands took mine; and 
so — and so — the picture became visible ! There was a dead 
' silence. I looked up through my tears. Fanny had recoiled 
some steps, and her cheek was very flushed, her eyes down- 
cast. I felt as if I had committed a crime — as if dishonour 
clung to me; and yet I repressed — yes, thank Heaven! Ire- 
pressed the cry that swelled from my heart, that rushed to my 
lips — “Pity me, for I love you! ” I repressed it, and only a 
groan escaped me — the wail of my lost happiness ! Then, 
rising, I laid the miniature on the table, and said, in a voice 
that I believe was finn — 

“Miss Trevanion, you have been as kind as a sister to me, 
and therefore I was bidding a brother’s farewell to your like- 
ness ; it ir so like you — this ! ” 
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“Farewelll ” echoed Fanny, still not looking up. 

“Farewell — sister! There — I have boldly said the word ; 
for — for” — I hurried to the door, and, there turning, added, 
with what I meant to be a smile — “for they say at home that 
I — I am not well ; too much for me this ; you know mothers 
will be foolish ; and — and — I am to speak to your father to- 
morrow; and — good-night — God bless you. Miss Treva- 
nionl” 
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CHAPTER I. 

And my father pushed aside his books. 

O young reader, whoever thou art, — or reader, at least, 
who hast been young, — canst thou not remember some time 
when , with thy wild troubles and sorrows as yet borne in se- 
cret, thou hast come back from that hard, stem world which 
opens on thee when thou puttest thy foot out of the threshold 
of home — come back to the four quiet walls, wherein thine 
elders sit in peace — and seen, with a sort of sad amaze, how 
calm and undisturbed all is there ? That generation which has 
gone before thee in the path of the passions — the generation 
of thy parents — (not so many yeais, perchance, remote from 
thine own) — how immovably far off, in its still repose, it 
seems from thy turbulent youth I It has in it a stillness as of a 
classic age, antique as the statues of the Greeks. That tranquil 
monotony of routine into which those lives that preceded thee 
have merged — the occupations that they have found sufhcing 
for their happiness, by the fireside — in the arm-chair and 
comer appropriated to each — how strangely they contrast 
thine own feverish excitement! And they make room for thee, 
and bid thee welcome, and then resettle to their hushed pur- 
suits , as if nothing had happened ! Nothing had happened ! 
while in thy heart, perhaps, the whole world seems to have 
shot from its axis, all the elements to be at war! And yon sit 
down , cmshed by that quiet happiness which you can share 
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no moro, and smile mechanically, and look into the fire ; and, 
ten to one, you say nothing till the time comes for bed, and 
you take up your candle , and creep miserably to your lonely 
room. 

Now, if in a stage coach in the depth of winter, when three 
passengers are warm and snug, a fourth, all besnowed and 
frozen, descends from the outside and takes place amongst 
them , straightway all the three passengers shUt their places, 
uneasily pull up their cloak collars, re-arrange their “com- 
forters,'* feel indignantly a sensible loss of caloric — the in- 
truder has at least made a sensation. But if you had all the 
snows of the Grampians in your heart, you might enter un- 
noticed: take care not to tread on the toes of your opposite 
neighbour, and not a soul is disturbed, not a “comforter” 
stirs an inch 1 I had not slept a wink,- 1 had not even laid down 
all that night — the night in which I had said farewell to Fanny 
Trevanion — and the next morning, when the sun rose, I 
wandered out — where I know not. I have a dim recollection 
of long, gray, solitary streets — of the river, that seemed 
flowing in dull silence, away, far away, into some invisible 
eternity — trees and turf, and the gay voices of children. I 
must have gone from one end of the great Babel to the other: 
but my memory' only became clear and distinct when I knocked, 
somewhere before noon, at the door of my father’s house, 
and, passing heavily up the stairs, came into the drawing- 
room, which was the rendezvous of the little family; for, 
since we had been in London , my father had ceased to have 
his study apart, and contented himself with what he called “a 
comer” — a comer wide enough to contain two tables and a 
dumb waiter, with chairs d discretion all littered with books. 
On the opposite side of this capacious comer sat my uncle, 
now nearly convalescent, and he was jotting down , in his stiff 
military hand, certain figures in a little red account-book — 
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for you know already that my uncle Roland was, in his ex- 
penses , the most methodical of men. 

My father’s face was more benign than usual , for, before 
him lay a proof — the first proof of his first work — his one 
work — theGreatBookl Yes! it had positively found a press. 
And the first proof of your first work — ask any author what 
that is 1 My mother was out, with the faithful Mrs. Primmins, 
shopping or marketing no doubt ; so, while the brothers were 
thus engaged, it was natural that my entrance should not make 
as much noise as if it had been a bomb , or a singer, or a clap 
of thunder, or the last “great novel of the season,” or any- 
thing else that made a noise in those days. For what makes a 
noise now? Now, when the most astonishing thing of all is in 
our easy familiarity with things astounding — when we say, 
listlessly, “Another revolution at Paris,” 9 r, “By the bye, 
there is the dence to do at Vienna!” — when De Joinville is 
catching fish in the ponds at Claremont , and you hardly turn 
back to look at Mettemich on the pier at Brighton ! 

My uncle nodded , and growled indistinctly ; my father — 

“Put aside his books; you have told us that already.” 

Sir, you are very much mistaken, it was not then that he 
put aside his books, for he was not then engaged in them — 
he was reading his proof. And he smiled, and pointed to it 
(the proof I mean) pathetically, and with a kind of humour, as 
much as to say — “What can you expect, Pisistratus? — my 
new baby ! in short clothes — or long primer, which is all the 
same thing ! ” 

. I took a chair between the two , and looked first at one, 
then at the other, and — heaven forgive me ! — I felt a re- 
bellious, ungrateful spite against both. The bitterness of my 
soul must have been deep indeed to have overflowed in that 
direction, but it did. The grief of youth is an abominable 
• egotist, and that is the truth. I got up from the chair, and 
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walked towards the window; it was open, and outside the 
window was Mrs. Primmins’ canary, in its cage. London air 
had agreed with it, and it was singing lustily. Now, when the 
canary saw me standing opposite to its cage, and regarding 
it seriously, and, I have no doubt, with a very sombre aspect, 
the creature stopped short, and hung its head on one side, 
looking at me obliquely and suspiciously. Finding that I did 
it no harm , it began to hazard a few broken notes , timidly and 
interrogatively, as it were, pausing between each; and at 
length , as I made no reply, it evidently thought it had solved ^ 
the doubt, and ascertained that I was more to be pitied than 
feared — for it stole gradually into so soft and silvery a strain 
that, I verily believe, it did it on purpose to comfort me! — 
me, its old friend, whom it had unjustly suspected. Never 
did any music touch me so home as did that long, plaintive ' 
cadence. And when the bird ceased , it perched itself close 
to the bars of the cage, and looked at me steadily with its 
bright intelligent eyes. I felt mine water, and I turned back 
and stood in the centre of the room, irresolute what to do, 
where to go. My father had done with the proof, and was 
deep in his folios. Roland had clasped his red account book, 
restored it to his pocket, wiped his pen carefully, and now 
watched me from under his great beetle brows. Suddenly he 
rose, and, stamping on the hearth with his cork leg, exclaimed, 

“ Look up from those cursed books , brother Austin 1 What is 
there in that lad’s face? Construe ifyoucanl” 
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CHAPTER U. 


And my father pushed aside his books, and rose hastily. 
He took off his spectacles, and rubbed them mechanically, 
but he said nothing; and my uncle, staring at him for a mo- 
ment, in surprise at his silence, burst out , — 

“ Oh ! I see — he has been getting into some scrape, and 
you are angry 1 Fie ! young blood will have its way, Austin — 
it will. I don’t blame that — it is only when — come here, 
Sistyl Zounds! man, come here.” 

My father gently brushed off the captain’s hand, and, ad- 
vancing towards me , opened his arms. The next moment I 
was sobbing on his breast. 

“But what is the matter?” cried Captain Roland, “will 
nobody say what is the matter? Money, I suppose — money, 
you confounded extravagant young dog. Luckily you have 
got an uncle who has more than he knows what to do with. 
How much? — fifty? — a hundred? two hundred ? How can 
I write the cheque, if you ’ll not speak?” 

“Hush, brother! it is no money you can give that will set 
this right. My poor boy ! have I guessed truly? Did I guess 
truly the other evening, when — ” 

“Yes, Sir, yes! I have been so wretched. But I am 
better now — I can tell you all.” 

My uncle moved slowly towards the door: his fine sense of 
delicacy made him think that even he was out of place in the 


confidence between son and father. i 

“No, uncle,” I said, holding out my hand to him, “sjlay; 
you too can advise me — strengthen me. I have kept^ my 
honour yet — help me to keep it still.” | 

At the sound of the word honour Captain Roland s^od 
mute, and raised his head quickly. | 
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So I told all — incoherently enough at first, but clearly and 
manfully as I went on. Now I know that it is not the custom 
of lovers to confide in fathers and uncles. Judging by those 
mirrors of life, plays and novels, they choose better; — valets 
and chamber-maids , and friends whom they have picked up 
in the street, as I had picked up poor Francis Vivian — to 
these they make clean breasts of their troubles. But fathers 
and uncles — to them they are close, impregnable, “ buttoned 
to the chin.” The Caxtons were an eccentric family, and 
never did anything like other people. When I had ended, I 
lifted my eyes, and said pleadingly, “Now, tell me, is there 
no hope — none? ” 

“Why should there be none?” cried Captain Roland 
hastily — “the De Caxtons are as good a family as the Tre- 
vanions; and as for yourself, all 1 will say is , that the young 
lady might choose worse for her own happiness.” 

I wrung my uncle’s hand, and turned to my father in 
anxious fear — for I knew that, in spite of his secluded habits, 
few men ever formed a sounder judgment on worldly matters, 
when he was fairly drawn to look at them. A thing wonderful 
is that plain wisdom which scholars and poets oRen have for 
others, though they rarely deign to use it for themselves. 
And how on earth do they get at it? I looked at my father, 
and the vague hope Roland had excited fell as I looked. 

“Brother,” said he slowly, and shaking his head, “the 
world, which gives codes and laws to those who live in it, does 
not care much for a pedigree, unless it goes with a title-deed 
to estates.” 

“ Trevanion was not richer than Pisistratus when he mar- 
ried Lady Ellinor,” said my uncle. 

“True; but Lady Ellinor was not then an heiress, and her 
father viewed these matters as no other peer in England 
perhaps would. As for Trevanion himself, I dare say he has 
The Caxtons. I. 18 
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no prejudices about station, but he is strong in common sense, 
lie values himself on being a practical man. It would be folly 
to talk to him of love, and the affections of youth. He would 
see in the son of Austin Caxton, living on the interest of some 
fifteen or sixteen thousand pounds, such a match for his 
daughter as no prudent man in his position could approve. 
And as for Lady EUinor — ” 

“ She owes us much, Austin!” exclaimed Roland, his face 
darkening. 

“Lady Ellinor is now what, if we had known her better, 
she promised always to be — the ambitious, brilliant, scheming 
woman of the world. Is it not so, Pisistratus? ” 

I said nothing. I felt too much. 

“And does the girl like you? — but I think it is clear she 
does!” exclaimed Roland. “Fate — fate ; it has been a fatal 
family to us! Zounds, Austin, it was your fault. Why did 
you let him go there? ” 

“ My son is now a man — at least in heart, if not in years — 
can man be shut from danger and trial? They found me in 
the old parsonage, brother! ” said my father mildly. 

My uncle walked, or rather stumped, three times up and 
down the room; and he then stopped short, folded his arms, 
and came to a decision — 

“If the girl likes you, your duty is doubly clear — you can’t 
take advantage of it. You have done right to leave the house, 
for the temptation might be too strong.” 

“But what excuse shall I make to Mr. Trevanion?” stud 
I feebly — “what story can I invent? So careless as he is while 
he trusts, so penetrating if he once suspects, he will see 
through all my subterfuges, and — and — ” 

“It is as plain as a pike-staff,” said my uncle abruptly — 
“and there need be no subterfuge in the matter. ‘ I must leave 
you, Mr. Trevanion.’ ‘Why?’ says he. ‘Don’t ask me.’ 
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He insists. ‘Well then, Sir, if you must know, 1 love your 
daughter. I have nothing — she is a great heiress. You will 
not approve of that love, and therefore I leave you! ’ That is 
the course that becomes anEnglish gentleman — eh, Austin?” 
“You are never wrong when your instincts speak, Roland,” 
said my father. “ Can you say this, Pisistratus , or shall I say 
it for you?” 

“Let him say it himself,” said Roland; “and let him judge 
himself of the answer. He is young, he is clever, he may make 
a figure in the world. Trevanion may answer, ‘ Win the lady 
after you have won the laurel, like the knights of old.’ At all 
events, you will hear the worst.” 

“I will go,” said I, firmly; and I took my hat, and left the 
room. As I was passing the landing-place, a light step stole 
down the upper flight of stairs, and a little hand seized my 
own. I turned quickly, and met the full, dark, seriously 
sweet eyes of my cousin Blanche. 

“Don’t go away yet, Sisty,” said she coaxingly. “I have 
been waiting for you , for I heard your voice, and did not like 
to come in and disturb you.” 

“ And why did you wait for me , my little Blanche? ” 

“Why! only to see you. But your eyes are red. Oh, 
cousin!” — and, before I was aware of her childish impulse, 
she had sprung to my neck and kissed me. Now Blanche was 
not like most children, and was very sparing of her caresses. 
So it was out of the deeps of a kind heart that that kiss came. 
I returned it without a word; and, putting her down gently, 
ran down the stairs, and was in the streets. But I had not got 
far before I heard my father’s voice; and he came up, and, 
hooking his arm into mine, said, “Are there not two of us that 
suffer? — let us be together!” I pressed his arm, and we 
walked on in silence. But when we were near Trevanion’s 
house, I said hesitatingly , “Would it not be better. Sir, that 

18 * 
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I went in alone. If there is to be an explanation between Mr. 
Trevanion and myself, would it not seem as if your presence 
implied either a request to him that would lower us both , or a 
doubt of me that — ” 

“You will go in alone , of course : I will wait for you — ” 
“Not in the streets — oh no, father,” cried I, touched 
inexpressibly. For all this was so unlike my father’s habits, 
that I felt remorse to have so communicated my young griefs 
to the calm dignity of his serene life. 

“My son, you do not know how I love you. I have only 
known it myself lately. Look you, I am living in you now, my 
first-bom ; not in my other son — the Great Book : I must have 
my way. Go in; that is the door, is it not? ” 

I pressed my father’s hand, and I felt then,. that, while that 
hand could reply to mine, even the loss of Fanny Trevanion 
could not leave the world a blank. How much we have before 
us in life , while we retain our parents 1 How much to strive 
and to hope fori What a motive in the conquest of our sorrow 
— that they may not sorrow with us ! 


CHAPTER III. 

I ENTERED Trevanion’s study. It was an hour in which he 
was rarely at home , but I had not thought of that ; and I saw 
without surprise that, contrary to his custom, he was in his 
arm-chair, reading one of his favourite classic authors, instead 
of being in some committee room of the House of Commons. 

“A pretty fellow you are,” said he, looking up, “to leave 
me all the morning, without rh}Tne or reason. And my com- 
mittee is postponed — chairman ill — people who get ill should 
not go into the House of Commons. So here I am, looking 
into Propertius: Parr is right; not so elegant a writer as 
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Tibullus. But -what the deuce are you about? — why don’t 
you sit down? Humph! you look grave — you have something 
to say, — say it!” 

And, putting down Propertius, the acute, sharp face of 
Trevanion instantly became earnest and attentive. 

“My dear Mr; Trevanion,” said I, with as much steadiness 
as I could assume, “you have been most kind to me; and, out 
of my own family, there is no man I love and respect more.” 

Trevaniok. — Humph! What’s all this! ( 7 n an under 
tone) — Am I going to be taken in? 

P18I8TBATU8. — Do not think me ungrateful, then, when 
I say I come to resign my office — to leave the house where I 
have been so happy. 

Trevanion. — Leave the house! — Pooh! — I have 
overtasked you. I will be more merciful in future. You must 
forgive a political economist — it is the fault of my sect to look 
upon men as machines. 

P18I8TATUS — — No, indeed — that is 

not it ! I have nothing to complain of — nothing I could wish 
altered — could I stay. 

Trevanion (^examining me thoughtfully.) — And does 
your father approve of your leaving me thus ? 

P18ISTRATUS. — Yes, fully. 

Trevanion (musing a moment.) — I see, he would send 
you to the University, make you a book-worm like himself: 
pooh ! that will not do — you will never become wholly a man 
of books, — it is not m you. Young man, though I may seem 
careless, I read characters, when I please it, pretty quickly. 
You do wrong to leave me; you are made for the great world 
— I can open to you a high career. I wish to do so ! Lady 
Ellihor wishes it — nay, insists on it — for your father’s sake 
as well as yours. I never ask a favour from ministers, and I 
never will. But (here Trevanion rose suddenly, and, with 
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an erect mien and a quick gesture of his arm, he added) — 
but a minister himself can dispose as he pleases of his pa- 
tronage. Look you, it is a secret yet, and I trust to your 
honour. But, before the year is out, I must be in the cabinet. 
Stay with me, I guarantee your fortunes — three months ago 
I would not have said that. By-and-by I will open parliament 
for you — you are not of age yet — work till then. And now 
sit down and write my letters — a sad arrear ! ” 

“My dear, dear Mr. Trevanion! ” said I, so affected that 
I could scarcely speak, and seizing his hand, which 1 pressed 
between both mine — “I dare not thank you — I cannot! But 
you don’t know my heart — it is not ambition. No 1 if I could 
but stay here on the same terms for ever — here — (looking 
ruefully on that spot where Fanny had stood the night before,) 
but it is impossible ! If you knew all, you would be the hrst 
to bid me go 1 ” 

“You are in debt,” said the man of the world, coldly. 
“Bad, very bad — still — ” 

“No, Sir; no! worse — ” 

“ Hardly possible to be worse, young man — hardly ! But, 
just as you will; you leave me, and will not say why. Good- 
by. Why do you linger? shake hands, and go ! ” 

“I cannot leave you thus : I — I — Sir, the truth shall out. 
I am rash and mad enough not to see Miss Trevanion without 
forgetting that I am poor, and — ” 

“Ha!” interrupted Trevanion softly, and growing pale, 
“this is a misfortune indeed! And I, who talked of reading 
characters! Truly, truly, we would-be practical men are 
fools — fools ! And you have made love to my daughter ! ” 
“Sir! Mr. Trevanion! — no — never, never so base! In 
your house, trusted by you, — how could you think it? I 
dared, it may be, to love — at all events, to feel that I could 
not be insensible to a temptation too strong for me. But to 
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say it to your daughter — to ask love in return — I would as 
soon have broken open your desk! Frankly I tell you my 
folly: it is a folly, not a disgrace.” 

Trevanion came up to me abruptly, as I leant against the 
book-case, and, grasping my hand with a cordial kindness, 
said, — “Pardon me! You have behaved as your father’s 
son should — I envy him such a son! Now, listen to me — I 
cannot give you my daughter — ” 

“Believe me. Sir, I never — ” 

“Tut, listen! I cannot give you my daughter. I say 
nothing of inequality — all gentlemen are equal ; and if not, 
all impertinent afiectatibn of superiority, in such a case, 
would come ill from one who owes his own fortune to his wife ! 
But, as it is, I have a stake in the world, won not by fortune 
only, but the labour of a life, the suppression of half my 
nature — the drudging, squaring, taming down all that made 
the glory find joy of my youth — to be that hard matter-of- 
fact thing which the English world expect in a — statesman! 
This station has gradually opened into its natural result — 
power ! I tell you I shall soon have high office in the ad- 
ministration : I hope to render great services to England — 
for we English politicians, whatever the mob and the press 
say of us, are not selfish place-hunters. I refused office, as 
high as I look for now, ten years ago. We believe in our 
opinions, and we hail the power that may carry them into 
efiect. In this cabinet I shall have enemies. Oh, don’t think 
we leave jealousy behind us, at the doors of Downing Street! 
I shall be one of a minority. I know well what must happen : 
like all men in power, I must strengthen myself by other 
heads and hands than my own. My daughter should bring to 
me the alliance of that house in England which is most neces- 
sary to me. My life falls to the ground, like a child’s pyramid 
of cards, if I waste — I do not say on you, but on men of 
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ten times your fortune (whatever that be,) — the means of 
strength which are at my disposal in the hand of Fanny 
Trevanion. To this end I have looked; but to this end 
her mother has schemed — for these household matters 
are within a man’s hopes, but belong to a woman’s policy. 
So much for us. But to you, my dear, and frank, and 
high-souled young friend — to you, if I were not Fanny’s 
father — if I were your nearest relation, and Fanny could 
be had for the asking, with all her princely dower, (for it 
is princely,) — to you I should say, fly from a load upon the 
heart, on the genius, the energy, the pride, and the spirit, 
which not one man in ten thousand can bear; fly f^m the 
curse of owing every thing to a wife! — it is a reversal of all 
natural posiUon, it is a blow to all the manhood within~us. 
You know not what it is: I do ! My wife’s fortune caihe not 
till after marriage — so far, so well; it saved my reputation 
from the charge of fortune-hunting. But, I tell you fairly, 
that if it had never come at all, I should be a prouder, and a 
greater, and a happier man than I have ever been, or ever 
can be, with all its advantages ; it has been a millstone round 
my neck. And yet Ellinor has never breathed a word that 
could wound my pride. Would her daughter be as for- 
bearing? Much as I love Fanny, I doubt if she has the great 
heart of her mother. You look incredulous; — naturally. 
Oh, you think I shall sacrifice my child’s happiness to a poli- 
tician’s ambition I Folly of youth! Fanny woxild be wretched 
with you. She might not think so now ; she would five years 
hence! Fanny will make an admirable duchess, countess, 
great lady; but wife to a man who owes all to her! — no, no, 
don’t dream it! 1 shall not sacrifice her happiness, depend 
on it. I speak plainly, as man to man — man of the world to 
a man just entering it — but still man to man! What say 
you?” 
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I will think over all you tell me. I know that you are 
speaking to me most generously — as a father would. Now 
let me go, and may God keep you and yours 1 ” 

“ Go — I return your blessing — go ! I don’t insult you 
now with offers of service; but, remember, you have aright 
to command them — in all ways , in all times. Stop ! — take 
this comfort away with you — a sorry comfort now, a great 
one hereafter. In a position that might have moved anger, 
scorn, pity, you have made a barren-hearted man honour and 
admire you. You, a boy, have made me, with my gray hairs, 
think better of the whole world: tell your father that.” 

1 closed the door, and stole out softly — softly. But when 
I got into the hall, Fanny suddenly opened the door of the 
breakfast parlour, and seemed, by her look, her gesture, to 
invite me in. Her face was very pale, and there were traces 
of tears on the heavy lids. 

I stood still a moment, and my heart beat violently. I then 
muttered something inarticulately, and, bowing low, hastened 
to the door. 

I thought, but my ears might deceive me, that I heard my 
name pronounced; but fortunately the tall porter started from 
his newspaper and his leather chair, and the entrance stood 
open. 1 joined my father. 

‘‘It is all over,” said I, with a resolute smile. “And now, 
my dear father, I feel how grateful 1 should be for all that 
your lessons — your life — have taught me; — for, believe 
me, I am not unhappy.” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

We came back to my father’s house, and on the stairs we 
met my mother, whom Roland’s grave looks, and her Austin’s 
strange absence, had alarmed. My father quietly led the way 
to a little room, which my mother had appropriated to Blanche 
and herself; and then, placing my hand in that which had 
helped his own steps from the stony path, down the quiet 
vales of life, he said to me, — “Nature gives you here the 
soother;” — and, so saying, he left the room. 

And it was true, O my mother! that in thy simple loving 
breast nature did place the deep wells of comfort! We come 
to men for philosophy — to women for consolation. And the 
thousand weaknesses and regrets — the sharp sands of the 
minutise that make up sorroto — all these , which I could have 
betrayed to no man — not even to him, the dearest and 
tenderest of all men — I showed without shame to thee ! And 
thy tears, that fell on my cheek , had the balm of Araby ; and 
my heart , at length , lay lulled and soothed under thy moist 
gentle eyes. 

I made an effort, and joined the little circle at dinner; and 
I felt grateful that no violent attempt was made to raise my 
spirits — nothing but affection, more subdued, and soft, and 
tranquil. Even little Blanche , as if by the intuition of sym- 
pathy, ceased her babble, and seemed to hush her footstep as 
she crept to my side. But after dinner, when we had reas- 
sembled in the drawing-room, and the lights shone bright, 
and the curtains were let down — and only the quick roll of 
some passing wheels reminded us that there was a world 
without — my father began to talk. He had laid aside all his 
work; the younger, but less perishable child was forgotten, — 
and my father began to talk. 
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“It is,” said he musingly, “a well-known thing, that 
particular drugs or herbs suit the body according to its parti- 
cular diseases. When we are ill, we don’t open our medicine- 
chest at random, and take out any powder or phial that comes 
to hand. The skilful doctor is he who adjusts the dose to the 
malady.” 

“Of that there can be no doubt,” quoth Captain Roland. 
“I remember a notable instance of the justice of what you 
say. When I was in Spain, both my horse and I fell ill at the 
same time; a dose was sent for each; and, by some infernal 
mistake, I swallowed the horse’s physic, and the horse, poor 
thing, swallowed mine ! ” 

“And what was the result?” asked my father. 

“The horse died!” answered Roland diournfully — “a 
valuable beast — bright bay , with a star ! ” 

“And you?” 

“Why, the doctor said it ought to have killed me: but it 
took a great deal more than a paltry bottle of physic to kill a 
man in my regiment.” 

“Nevertheless, we arrive at the same conclusion,” pursued 
my father, — “I with my theory, you with your experience, — 
that the physic we take must not be chosen hap-hazard; and 
that a mistake in the bottle may kill a horse. But when we 
come to the medicine for the mind , how little do we think of 
the golden rule which common-sense applies to the body.” 

“Anan,” said the Captain, “what medicine is there for 
the mind? Shakspeare has said something on that subject, 
which, if I recollect right, implies that there is no ministering 
to a mind diseased.” 

“I think not, brother; he only said physic (meaning 
boluses and black draughts) would not do it. And Shakspeare 
was the last man to find fault with his own art; forj^Jlirily j h«^ 

has been a great physician to the mind.” v . 
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“Ahl I take you now, brother, — books again! So you 
think that, when a man breaks his heart, or loses his fortune, 
or his daughter — (Blanche, child, come here) — that you 
have only to clap a plaster of print on the sore place, and all is 
well. I wish you would find me such a cure." 

“Will you try it?” 

“If it is not Greek,” said my uncle. 

CHAPTER V. 

My father’s crotchet on the hygeienic chemistry of books. 

“If,” said my father — and here his hand was deep in his 
waistcoat — “ if we accept the authority of Diodorus, as to the 
inscription on the great Egyptian library — and I don’t see , 
why Diodorus should not be as near the mark as any one 
else?” added my father interrogatively , turning round. 

My mother thought herself the person addressed, and 
nodded her gracious assent to the authority of Diodorus. 
His opinion thus fortified, my father continued, — “If,- I say, 
we accept the authority of Diodorus, the inscription on the 
Egyptian library was — ‘The Medicine of the Mind.’ Now, 
that phrase has become notoriously trite and hackneyed, and 
people repeat vaguely that books are the medicine of the 
mind. Yes ; but to apply the medicine is the thing I ” 

. “So you have told us at least twice before, brother,” quoth 
the Captain , bluflfiy. “And what Diodorus has to do with it, 

I know no more than the man of the moon.” 

“I shall never get on at this rate,” said my father, in a tone 
between reproach and entreaty. 

“Be good children, Roland and Blanche both,” said my 
mother, stopping from her work, and holding up her needle 
threateningly — and indeed inflicting a slight puncture upon 
the Captain's shoulder. 
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Rem acu tctigisti, my dear,” said my father, borrowing 
Cicero's pun on the occasion.* “And now we shall go upon 
velvet. I say, then, that books, taken indiscriminately, are 
no cure to the diseases and afflictions of the mind. There is a 
world of science necessary in the taking them. 1 have known 
some people in great sorrow fly to a novel, or the last light 
book in fashion. One might as well take a rose-draught for 
the plague! Light reading does not do when the heart is 
really heavy. I am told that Goethe, when he lost his son, 
took to study a science that was new to him. Ah ! Goethe 
was a physician who knew what he was about. In a great grief 
like that, you cannot tickle and divert the mind; you must 
wrench it away, abstract, absorb — bury it in an abyss, hurry' 
it into a labyrinth. Therefore, for the irremediable sorrows 
of middle life and old age, I recommend a strict chronic 
course of science and hard reasoning — Counter-irritation. 
Bring the brain to act upon the heart! If science is too much 
against the grain, (for we have not all got mathematical heads,) 
something in the reach of the humblest understanding, but 
sufficiently searching to the highest — a new language — 
Greek, Arabic, Scandinavian, Chinese, or Welch! For the 
loss of fortune , the dose should be applied less directly to the 
understanding. — I would administer something elegant and 
cordial. For as the heart is crushed and lacerated by a loss in 
the affections, so it is rather the head that aches and suflers by 
the loss of money. Here we find the higher class of poets 
a very valuable remedy. For observe that poets of the grander 
and more comprehensive kind of genius have in them two 
separate men, quite distinct from each other — the imagina- 
tive man, and the practical , circumstantial man ; and it is the 
happy mixture of these that suits diseases of the mind, half 

* Cicero’s joke on a senator who was the son of a tailor — “Thou 
hast touched the thing sharply,” (or with a needle — acu.) 
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imaginative and half practical. There is Homer, now lost 
with the gods, now at home with the homeliest, the very ‘poet 
of circumstance,’ as Gray has finely called him; and yet with 
imagination enough to seduce and coax the dullest into for- 
getting, for a while, that little spot on his desk which his 
banker’s book can cover. There is Virgil, far below him, 
indeed 

— ‘ Virgil the wise, 

Whose verse walks highest, but not flies.’ 

as Cowley expresses it. But Virgil still has genius enough to 
be two men — to lead you into the fields, not only to listen to 
the pastoral reed, and to hear the bees hum , hut to note how 
you can make the most of the glebe and the vineyard. There 
is Horace, charming man of the world , who will condole with 
you feelingly on the loss of your fortune, and by no means 
undervalue the good things of this life ; but who will yet show 
you that a man may be happy with a vile modicum, or parva 
rura. There is Shakspeare, who, above all poets, is the 
mysterious dual of hard sense and empyreal fancy — and a 
great many more , whom I need not name ; but who , if you 
take to them gently and quietly, will not, like your mere 
philosopher, your unreasonable stoic, tell you that you have 
lost nothing; but who will insensibly steal you out of this 
world, with its losses and crosses, and slip you into another 
world, before you know where you are ! — a world where you 
are just as welcome, though y6u carry no more earth of your 
lost acres with you than covers the sole of your shoe. Then 
for hypochondria and satiety, what is better than a brisk 
alterative course of travels — especially early, out of the way, 
marvellous, legendary travels! How they freshen up the 
spirits I How they take you Out of the humdrum yawning 
state you are in. See, with Herodotus , young Greece spring 
up into life; or note with him how already the wondrous old 
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Orient world Is crumbling into giant decay ; or go with Carpini 
and Rubruquis to Tartary, meet ‘the carts of Zagathai laden 
with houses, and think that a great city is travelling towards 
you.’* Gaze on that vast wild empire of the Tartar, where 
the descendants of Jenghis ‘multiply and disperse over the 
immense waste desert, which is as boundless as the ocean.’ 
Sail with the early northern discoverers , and penetrate to the 
heart of winter, among sea-serpents and bears, and tusked 
morses, with the faces of men. Then, what think you of 
Columbus, and the stem soul of Cortes, and the kingdom of 
Mexico, and the strange gold city of the Peruvians, with that 
audacious brute Pizairo? and the Polynesians, just for all the 
world like the ancient Britons? and the American Indians, 
and the South-Sea Islanders? how petulant, and young, and 
adventurous, and frisky your hypochondriac must get upon a 
regimen like thatl Then, for that vice of the mind which 
I call sectarianism — not in the religious sense of the word, 
but little, narrow prejudices, that make you hate your next- 
door neighbour, because he has his eggs roasted when you 
have yours boiled; and gossiping and prjing into people’s 
affairs, and backbiting, and thinking heaven and earth are 
coming together, if some broom touch a cobweb that you have 
let grow over the window-sill of your brains — what like a 
large and generous, mildly aperient (I beg your pardon, my 
dear) course of history ! How it clears away all the fumes of 
the head! — better than the hellebore with which the old 
leeches of the middle ages purged the cerebellum. There, 
amidst all that great whirl and sturmbad (storm- b ath) , as the 
Germans say, of kingdoms and empires, and races and ages, 
how your mind enlarges beyond that little, feverish animosity 
to John Styles ; or that unfortunate prepossession of yours, 

Rdbrdqiiis, sect. xii. 
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that all the world is interested in your grievances against Tom 
Stokes and his wife 1 

can only touch, yon see, on a few ingredients in this 
magnificent pharmacy — its resources are boundless, but 
require the nicest discretion. 1 remember to have cured a 
disconsolate widower, who obstinately refused every other 
medicament, by a strict course of geology. I <£pped him 
deep into gneiss and mica schist. Amidst the first strata, 
I suffered the watery action to expend itself upon cooling 
crystallised masses; and, by the time I had got him into the 
tertiary period , amongst the transition chalks of Maestricht, 
and the conchiferous marls of Gosau, he was ready for a new 
wife. Kitty, my dear! it is no laughing matter. 1 made no 
less notable a cure of a young scholar at Cambridge , who was 
meant for the church , when he suddenly caught a cold fit of 
freethinking, with great shiverings, from wading over his 
depth in Spinosa. None of the divines, whom I first tried, 
did him the least good in that state; so 1 turned over a new 
leaf, and doctored him gently upon the chapters of faith in 
Abraham Tucker’s book, (you should read it, Sis(^^;) then 
1 threw in strong doses of Fichte; after that I put him on the 
Scotch metaphysicians, with plunge baths into certain German 
transcendentalists ; and having convinced him that faith is not 
an unphilosophical state of mind , and that he might believe 
without compromising his understanding — for he was mightily 
conceited on that score — I threw in my divines, which be 
was now fit to digest; and his theological constitution, since 
then, has become so robust, that he has eaten up two livings 
and a deanery! In fact, I have a plan for a library that, 
instead of heading its compartments, ‘Philology, Natural 
Science, Poetry,’ &c., one shall head them according to the 
diseases for which they are severally good , bodily and mental 
— up from a dire calamity, or the pangs of the gout, down to 
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a lit of the spleen, or a slight catarrh; for which last your 
light reading comes in with a whey posset and barley*water. 
But,” continued my father more gravely, “when some one 
sorrow, that is yet reparable , ^ gets hold of your mind like a 
monomania — when you think, because heaven has denied , 
yon this or that, on which you had set your heart, that all > 
your life must be a blank — oh, then diet yourself well on 
biography — the biography of good and great men. See how I 
little a space one sorrow really makes in life. See scarce a ! 
page, perhaps, given to some grief similw to your own ; and | 
how triumphantly the life sails Ion beyond it! You thought 
the wing was brokehl ~ Tut — tut — it was but a bruised 
feather! See what life leaves behind it, when all is done! — 
a summary of positive facts far out of the region of sorrow and 
suffering, linking themselves with the being of the world. 
Yes, biography is the medicine here ! Roland, you said you 
would try my prescription — here it is,” — and my father took 
up a book , and reached it to the Captain. 

My uncle looked over it ■ — L{/e of the Reverend Robert Hall. 
“Brother, he was a Dissenter, and, thank heaven, I am a 
church-and-state man, back and bone I ” 

“Robert Hall was a brave man, and a true soldier under 
the great commander,” said my father artfully. 

The Captain mechanically carried his forefinger to his 
forehead in military fashion, and saluted the book respect- 
fully. 

“I have another copy for you, Pisistratus — that is mine 
which I have lent Roland. This, which I bought for you to- 
day, you will keep.” 

“Thank you. Sir,” said I listlessly, not seeing what great 
good the L\fe qf Robert Hall could do me, or why the same 
medicine should suit the old weatherb aten uncle, and the 
nephew yet in his teens. 

The Caxtons. I. 19 
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“I have said nothing,” resunaed my father, slightly bowing 
his broad temples, “of the Book of Books, for that is the 
lignum vitcB, the cardinal medicine for all. These are but the 
subsidiaries: for, as you may remember, my dear Kitty, 
that I have said before — we can never keep the system quite 
right unless we place just in the centre of the great ganglionic 
system, whence the nerves carry its influence gently and 
smoothly through the whole frame — the Saffkon Bag! ” 

« 

CHAPTER VI. 

After breakfast the next morning, I took my hat to go 
out, when my father, looking at me, and seeing by my coun- 
tenance that I had not slept, said gently — 

“My dear Pisistratus, you have not tried my medicine 
yet.” 

“What medicine, Sir?” 

“Robert Hall.” 

“No, indeed, not yet,” said I, smiling. 

“Do so, my son, before you go out; depend on it, you 
will enjoy your walk more.” 

I confess that it was with some reluctance I obeyed. I went 
back to my own room , and sate resolutely down to my task. 
Are there any of you, my readers, who have not read the 
Life of Robert Hall? If so, in the words of the great Captain 
Cuttle, “When found, make a note of it.” Never mind 
what your theological opinion is — Episcopalian, Presbyte- 
rian, Baptist, Psedobaptist, Independent, Quaker, Unitarian, 
Philosopher, Freethinker — send for Robert Halil Yea, 
if there exist yet on earth descendants of the arch-heresies, 
which made such a noise in their day — men who believe with 
Satuminus that the world was made by seven angels; or with 
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Basilides, that there are as many heavens as there are days in 
the year; or with the Nicolaitanes , that men ought to have | 
their wives in common , (plenty of that sect still , especially in \ 
the Red Republic;) or with their successors, the Gnostics, j 
who believed in Jaldaboath ; or with the Carpacratians , that 
the world was made by the devil; or with the Cerinthians, 
and Ebionites, and Nazarites, (which last discovered that 
the name of Noah’s wife was Curia, and that she set the ark 
on fire ;) or with the Valentinians, who taught that there were 
thirty ^ones, ages, or worlds, bom out of Profundity, 
(Bathos,) male, and Silence, female; or with the Marcites, 
Colarbasii, and Heracleonites, (who still kept up that bother 
about iEones, Mr. Profundity, and Mrs. Silence;) or with 
the Ophites, who are said to have worshipped the serpent;* 
or the Cainites, who ingeniously found out a reason for . 
honouring Judas, because he foresaw what good would come 
to men by betraying our Saviour; or with the Sethites, who 
made Seth a part of the Divine substance ; or with the Archon- 
ticks, Ascothyptae, Cerdonians, Marcionites, the disciples 
of Apelles, andSevcrus, (the last was a teetotaller, and said 
wine was begot by Satan ! ) or of Tatian, who thought all the 
descendants of Adam were irretrievably damned except them- 
selves, (some of those Tatiani are certainly extant!) or the 
Cataphrygians , who were also called Tascodragit®, because 
they thrust their forefingers up their nostrils to show their 
devotion; or the Pepuzians, Quintilians, and Artotyrites; 
or — but no matter. If I go through all the follies of men in 
search of the truth , I shall never get to the end of my chapter, X. 
or back to Robert Hall: whatever, then, thou art, orthodox 
or heterodox, send for the Life of Robert Hall. It is the life 
of a man that it does good to manhood itself to contemplate. 

I had finished the biography, which is not long, and was 
musing over it, when I heard the Captain’s cork-leg upon the 
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stairs. I opened the door for him, and he entered, book in 
hand, as I, also book in hand, stood ready to receive him. 

“Well, Sir,” saidRolwid, seating himself , “has the pre- 
scription done you any good?” 

“Yes, uncle — great.” 

“And me too. By Jupiter, Sisty, that same Hall was a 
fine fellow ! I wonder if the medicine has gone through the 
same channels in both? Tell me, first, how it has affected 
you.” 

“Imprimis, then, my dear uncle, I fancy that a book like 
this must do good to all who live in the world in the ordinary 
manner, by admitting us intora circle of life of which I suspect 
we think but little. Here is a man connecting himself directly 
with a heavenly purpose, and cultivating considerable faculties 
to that one end ; seeking to accomplish his soul as far as he 
can, that he may do most good on earth, and take a higher 
existence up to heaven; a man intent upon a sublime and 
spiritual duty: in short, living as it were in it, and so filled 
with the consciousness of immortality, and so strong in the 
link between God and man, that, without any affected 
stoicism, without being insensible to pain — rather, perhaps, 
from a nervous temperament, acutely feeling it — he yet has 
a happiness wholly independent of it. It is impossible not to 
be thrilled with an admiration that elevates while it awes you, 
in reading that solemn ‘Dedication of himself to God.’ This 
offering of ‘soul and body, time, health, reputation, talents,’ 
to the divine and invisible Principle of Good, calls us sud- 
denly to contemplate the selfishness of our own views and 
hopes , and awakens us from the egotism that exacts all and 
resigns nothing. 

“But this book has mostly struck upon the chord in my 
own heart, in that characteristic which my father indicated as 
belonging to all biography. Here lis a life of remarkable 
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fulness, great study, great thought, and great action; and 
yet,” said I, colouring, “how small a place those feelings, 
which have tyrannised over me, and made all else seem blank 
and void , hold in that life. It is not as if the man were a cold 
and hard ascetic; it is easy to see in him not only remarkable 
tenderness and warm affections, but strong self-will, and the 
passion of all vigorous natures. Yes, I understand better now 
what existence in a true man should be.” 


“All that is very well said,” quoth the Captain, “but it 
did not strike me. What I have seen in this book is courage. 
Here is a poor creature rolling on the carpet with agony ; from 
childhood to death tortured by a mysterious incurable ma- 
lady — a malady that is described as ‘ an internal apparatus of 
torture;’ and who does, by his heroism, more than hear 
it — he puts it out of power to affect him; and though (here is 
the passage) ‘his appointment by day and by night was in- 
cessant pain, yet high enjoyment was, notwithstanding, the 
law of his existence.’ Robert Hall reads me a lesson — me, 
an old soldier, who thought myself above taking lessons — in 
courage, at least. And, as I came to that passage when, in 
the sharp paroxysms before death, he says, ‘I have not com- 
plained, have I, Sir? — and I won’t complain,’ — when 1 
came to that passage I started up, and cried, ‘Roland de 
Caxton , thou hast been a coward! and, an thou hadst had thy 
deserts, thou hadst been cashiered, broken, and drummed 
out of the regiment long ago ! ” 


X 


“After all, then, my father was not so wrong — he placed 
his guns right, and fired a good shot.” 


I 
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“ He must have been from 6 “ to 9 *’ above the crest of the 
parapet,” said my uncle, thoughtfully — “which, I take it, 
is the best elevation, both for shot and shells, in enfilading a 
work.’ ^ ^ 
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. “What say you, then, Captain? up with our knapsacks, 
and on with the march ! ” 

“Right about — face!” cried my uncle, as erect as a 
column. 

“No looking back , if we can help it.” 

“Full in the front of the enemy. — ‘Up, guards, and at 
’em!’” 

“ ‘England expects every man to do his duty ! ’ ” 

“Cypress or laurel!” cried my uncle, waving the book 
over his head. 


CHAPTER VII. 

I WKNT out — and to see Francis Vivian ; for, on leaving 
Mr. Trevanion, I was not without anxiety for my new friend’s 
future provision. But Vivian was from home, and I strolled 
from his lodgings, into the suburbs on the other side of the 
river, and began to meditate seriously on the best course now 
to pursue. In quitting my present occupations, I resigned 
prospects far more brilliant, and fortunes far more rapid than 
I could ever hope to realise in any other entrance into life. 
But I felt the necessity, if I desired to keep steadfast to that 
more healthful frame of mind I had obtained, of some manly 
and continuous labour — some earnest employment. My 
thoughts flew back to the university; and the quiet of its 
cloisters — which , ^until I had been blinded by the glare of the 
London world, aiid grief had somewhat dulled the edge of my 
quick desires and hopes , had seemed to me cheerless and un- 
alteiing — took an inviting aspect. They presented what I 
needed most — a new scene, a new arena, a partial return 
into boyhood; repose for passions prematurely raised; acti- 
vity for the reasoning powers in fresh directions. I had not 
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lost my time in London : I had kept up , if not studies purely 
classical , at least the habits of application ; I had sharpened 
my general comprehension, and augmented my resources. 
Accordingly, when I returned home, I resolved to speak to 
my father. But I found he had forestalled me; and, on 
entering, my mother drew me up stairs into her room, with a 
smile kindled by my smile, and told me that she and her 
Austin had been thinking that it was best that I should leave 
London as soon as possible ; that my father found he could 
now dispense with the library of the Museum for some 
months ; that the time for which they had taken their lodgings 
would he up in a few days ; that the summer was far advanced, 
town odious, the country beautiful — in a word, we were to 
go home. There I could prepare myself for Cambridge, till 
the long vacation was over; and, my mother added hesi- 
tatingly, and with a prefatory caution to spare my health , that 
my father, whose income could ill afford the requisite 
allowance to me, counted on my soon lightening his burden, 
by getting a scholarship. I felt how much provident kindness 
there was in all this — even in that hint of a scholarship, which 
was meant to rouse my faculties , and spur me, by affectionate 
incentives, to a new ambition. I was not less delighted than 
grateful. 

“But poor Roland,” said I, “and little Blanche — will 
they come with us? ” 

“I fear not,” said my mother, “for Roland is anxious to 
get back to his tower; and, in a day or two, he will be well 
enough to move.” 

“Do you not think, my dear mother, that, somehow or 
other, this lost son of his had something to do with Roland’s 
illness, — that the illness was as much mental as physical?” 

“ I have no doubt of it , Sisty. What a sad , bad heart that 
young man must have 1 ” 
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“My uncle seems to have abandoned all hope of finding 
him in London; otherwise, ill as he has been, I am surewc 
could not have kept him at home. So he goes back to the old 
tower. Poor man , he must be dull enough there 1 — we must 
contrive to pay him a visit. Does Blanche ever speak of her 
brother? ” 

“No , for it seems they were not brought up much together 
— at all events , she does not remember him. How lovely she 
is 1 Her mother must surely have been very handsome.” 

“ She is a pretty child , certainly , though in a strange style 
of beauty — such immense eyes I — and affectionate , and loves 
Roland as she ought.” 

And here the conversation dropped. 

Our plans being thus decided, it was necessary that I 
should lose no time in seeing Vivian, and making some ar- 
rangement for the future. His manner had lost so much of its 
abruptness , that 1 thought I could venture to recommend him 
personally to Trevanion; and I knew, after what had passed, 
that Trevanion would make a point to oblige me. I resolved 
to consult my father about it. As yet I had either never forced, 
or never made the opportunity to talk to my father on the sub- 
ject, he had been so occupied; and, if he had proposed to 
see my new friend, what answer could I have made, in the 
teeth of Vivian’s cynic objections? However, as we were now 
going away, that last consideration ceased to be of impor- 
tance; and, for the first, the student had not yet entirely 
settled back to his books. I therefore watched the time when 
my father walked down to the Museum, and, slipping my 
arm in his, I told him, briefly and rapidly, as we went along, 
how I had formed this strange acquaintance, and how I was 
now situated. The story did not interest my father quite as 
much as I expected, and he did not understand all the com- 
plexities of Vivian’s character — how conld he? — for he 


Digitized by Google 



297 


answered briefly, “I should think that, for a young man* 
apparently without a sixpence , and whose education seems so 
imperfect, any resource in Trevanion must be most tern* 
porary and uncertain. Speak to your unde Jack — he can 
find him some place, I have no doubt — perhaps a readership 
in a printer’s office, or a reporter’s place on some journal, if 
he is fit for it. But if you want to steady him, let it be some- 
thing regular.” 

Therewith my father dismissed the matter, and vanished 
through the gates of the Museum. — Readership to a printer, 
reportership on a journal, for a young gentleman with the 
high notions and arrogant vanity of Francis Vivian — his 
ambition already soaring far beyond kid gloves and a ca- 
briolet! The idea was hopeless; and, perplexed and doubt- 
ful , I took my way to Vivian’s lodgings. I found him at home, 
and unemployed, standing by his window, with folded arms, 
and in a state of such reverie that he was not aware of my en- 
trance till I had touched him on the shoulder. 

“Ha!” said he then, with one of his short, quick, im- 
patient sighs , “ I thought you had given me up, and forgotten 
me — but you look pale and harassed. I could almost think 
you had grown thinner within the last few days.” 

“Oh! never mind me, Vivian: I have come to speak of 
yourself. I have left Trevanion ; it is settled that I should go 
to the university — and we all quit town in a few days.” 

“In a few days ! — all! — who are all?” 

“My family — father, mother, uncle, cousin, and myself. 
But, my dear fhllow, now let us think seriously what is best to 
be done for you? I can present you to Trevanion.” 

“Ha!” 

“But Trevanion is a hard, though an excellent man ; and, 
moreover, as he is always changing the sul^cts that engross 
him, in a month or so , he may have nothing to give you. You 
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said you would work — will you consent not to complain if the 
work cannot be done in kid gloves? Young men who have 
risen high in the world have begun, it is well known, as re- 
porters to the press. It is a situation of respectability, and 
in request, and not easy to obtain, I fancy; but still — ” 
Vivian interrupted me hastily — 

“Thank you a thousand times I but what you say confirms 
a resolution I had taken before you came. I shall make it up 
with my family, and return home.” 

“ Oh 1 I am so really glad. How wise in you 1 ” 

Vivian turned away his head abruptly — 

“Tour pictures of family life and domestic peace, you 
see,” he said, “seduced me more than you thought. When 
do you leave town? ” 

“Why, I believe, early next week.” 

“So soon 1” said Vivian, thoughtfully. “Well, perhaps 
I may ask you yet to introduce me to Mr. Trevanion , for — 
who knows? — my family and I may fall out again. But I will 
consider. I think I have heard you say that this Trevanion is 
a very old friend of your father's , or uncle’s? ” 

“He, or rather Lady Ellinor, is an old friend of 
both.” 

“And therefore would listen to your recommendations of 
me. But perhaps I may not need them. So you have left — 
left of your own accord — a situation that seemed more enjoy- 
able, I should think, than rooms in a college; — left — why 
did you leave?” 

And Vivian fixed his bright eyes , full and piercingly , on 
mine. 

“ It was only for a time , for a trial , that I was there ,” said 
I, evasively: “out at nurse, as it were, till the Alma Mater 
opened her arms — alma indeed she ought to be to my father’s 
son.” 
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Vivian looked unsatisfied with my explanation, but did 
not question me farther. He himself was the first to turn the 
conversation , and he did this with more affectionate cordiality 
than was common to him. He inquired Into our general plans, 
into the probabilities of our return to town, and drew from 
me a description of our rural Tusculum. He was quiet and 
subdued ; and once or twice I thought there was a moisture in 
those luminous eyes. We parted with more of the unreserve 
and fondness of youthful friendship — at least on my part, and 
seemingly on his — than had yet endeared our singular in- 
timacy ; for the cement of cordial attachment had been want- 
ing to an intercourse in which one party refused all con- 
fidence, and the other mingled distrust and fear with keen 
interest and compassionate admiration. 

That evening, before lights were brought in, my father, 
turning to me, abruptly asked if I had seen my friend, and 
what he was about to do ? 

“ He thinks of returning to his family ,” said I. 

Roland, who had seemed dozing, winced uneasily. 

“ Who returns to his family? ” asked the Captain. 

“Why, you must know,” said my father, “ that Sisty has 
fished up a friend of whom he can give no account that would 
satisfy a policeman, and whose fortunes he thinks himself 
under the necessity of protecting. You are very lucky that 
he has not picked your pockets, Sisty; but I daresay he has? 
What ’s his name? ” 

“Vivian,” said I — “Francis Vivian.” 

“A good name, and a Cornish,” said my father. “Some 
derive it from the Romans — Vivianus ; others from a Celtic 
word, which means — ” 

“ Vivian ! ” interrupted Roland — “ Vivian ! — I wonder if 
it be the son of Colonel Vivian? ” 
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“He is certainly a gentleman’s son,” said I; “but he never 
told me what his family and connexions were.” 

“Vivian,” repeated my uncle — “poor Colonel Vivian. 
So the young man is going to his father. I have no doubt it is 
the same. Ah 1 ” — 

“What do youknowof Colonel Vivian, orhisson?” said 
I. “ Pray , tell me , lam so interested in this young man.” 

“I know nothing of either, except by gossip,” said my 
uncle, moodily. “I did hear that Colonel Vivian, an ex- 
cellent officer, and honourable man, had been in — - in — 
(Roland’s voice faltered)— in great grief about his son, whom, 
a mere boy , he had prevented from some improper marriage, 
and who had run away and left him — it was supposed for 
America. The story affected me at the time,” added my 
uncle , trying to speak calmly. 

We were all silent, for we felt why Roland was so dis- 
turbed, and why Colonel Vivian’s grief should have touched 
him home. Similarity in affliction makes us brothers even to 
the unknown. 

“You say he is going home to his family — I am heartily 
glad of it! ” said the envying old soldier, gallantly. 

The lights came in then, and, two minutes after, uncle 
Roland and I were nestled close to each other, side by side; 
and I was reading over his shoulder, and his finger was silently 
resting on that passage that had so struck him — “I have not 
complained — have I, Sir? — and I won’t complain I ” . 
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CHAPTER I. 

My uncle’s conjecture as to the parentage of Francis Vivian ‘ 
seemed to me a positive discovery. Nothing more likely tlian 
that this wilful boy had formed some headstrong attachment 
which no father would sanction, and so, thwarted and irritated, 
thrown himself on the world. Such an explanation was the 
more agreeable to me , as it cleared up all that had appeared 
more discreditable in the mystery that surrounded Vivian. I 
could never bear to think that he had done anything mean and 
criminal, however I might believe he had been rash and faulty. 
It was natural that the unfriended wanderer should have been 
thrown into a society, the equivocal character of which had 
failed to revolt the audacity of an inquisitive mind and adven- 
turous temper; but it was natural, also, that the habits of gentle 
birth, and that silent education which English gentlemen com- 
monly receive from their very cradle, should have preserved 
his honour, at least, intact through all. Certainly the pride, the 
notions , the very faults of the wellborn had remained in full 
force — why not the better qualities, however smothered for 
the time? I felt thankful for the thought that Vivian was re- 
turning to an element in which he might repurify his mind, — 
refit himself for that sphere to which he belonged ; — thankful 
that we might yet meet, and our present half intimacy mature, 
perhaps, into healthful friendship. 

It was with such thoughts that I took up my hat the next 
morning to seek Vivian , and judge if we had gained the right 
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clue, -when we were startled by what was a rare sound at our 
door — the postman’s knock. My father was at the Museum ; 
my mother in high conference, or close preparation for our 
approaching departure, with Mrs. Primmins ; Roland, I, and 
Blanche had the room to ourselves. 

“ The letter is not for me ,” said Pisistratus. 

“Nor for me, I am sure,” said the Captain, when the servant 
entered and confuted him — for the letter was for him. He 
took it up wonderingly and suspiciously, as Glumdalclitch took 
up Gulliver, or as (if naturalists) we take up an unknown 
creature , that we are not quite sure will not bite and sting us. 
Ah I it has stung or bit you , Captain Roland ! for you start and 
change colour — you suppress a cry as you break the seal — 
you breathe hard as you read — and the letter seems short — 
but it takes time in the reading, for you go over it again and 
again. Then you fold it up — crumple it — thrust it into your 
breast pocket — and look round like a man waking from a 
dream. Is it a dream of pain , or of pleasure? Verily, I cannot 
guess, for nothing is on that eagle face either of pain or 
pleasure, but rather of fear, agitation , bewilderment. Yet the 
eyes are bright, too , and there is a smile on that iron lip. 

My uncle looked round, I say, and called hastily for his cane 
and his hat, and then began buttoning his coat across his broad 
breast, though the day was hot enough to have unbuttoned 
every breast in the tropics. 

“You are not going out, uncle?” 

“Yes, yes.” 

“But are you strong enough yet? Let me * go with 
you?” 

“No, Sir; no. Blanche, come here.” He took the child 
in his arms , surveyed her wistfully, and kissed her. “You have 
never given me pain, Blanche: say, *God bless and prosper 
you, father! ’ ” 
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“God blesa and prosper my dear,' dear papa!” said 
]ilanche, putting her little hands together, as if in prayer. 

“There — that should bring me luck, Blanche,” said the 
Captain, gaily, and setting her down. Then seizing his cane 
from the servant, and putting on his hat with a determined air, 
lie walked stoutly forth; and I saw him, from the window, 
march along the streets as cheerfully as if he had been be- 
sieging Badajoz. 

“ God prosper thee, too ! ” said I, involuntarily. 

And Blanche took hold of my hand, and said in her pret- 
tiest way, (and her pretty ways were many), “ I wisli you would 
come with us, cousin Sisty, and help me to love papa. Poor 
papa 1 he wants us both — he wants all the love we can give 
himl “ 

“That he does, my dear Blanche; and I think it a great 
mistake that we don’t all live together. Your papa ought not 
to go to that tower of his, at the world’s end, but come to our 
snug, pretty house , with a garden full of flowers , for you to be 
Queen of the May — from May to November; — to say nothing 
of a duck that is more sagacious than any creature in the Fables 
I gave you the other day.” 

Blanche laughed and clapped her hands — “Oh, that would 
be so nicel but,” — and she stopped gravely, and added, “but 
then, you see, there would not be the tower to love papa; and I 
am sure that the tower must love him very much, for he loves it 
dearly.” 

It was my turn to laugh now. “I see how it is, you little 
witch,” said I; “you would coax us to come and live with 
you and the owls! With all my heart, so far as I am con- 
cerned.” 

“Sisty,” said Blanche, with an appalling solemnity on 
her face, “do you know what I’ve been thinking?” 
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“Not I, Miss — what? — Kimething very deep, I can see — * 
very horrible, indeed, I fear, you look so serious.” 

“Why, I’ve been thinking,” continued Blanche, not re- 
laxing a muscle, and without the least bit of a blush — “I ’ve 
been thinking that I ’ll be your little wife ; and then , of course, 
we shall aU live together.” 

Blanche did not blush, but I did. “Ask me that ten years 
hence , if you dare , you impudent little thing ; and now, run 
away to Mrs. Primmins, and tell her to keep you out of mis- 
chief, for I must say good-moming.” 

But Blanche did not run away, and her dignity seemed ex- 
ceedingly hurt at my mode of taking her alarming proposition, 
for she retired into a comer pouting, and sate down with great 
majesty. So there I left her, and went my way to Vivian. He 
was out; but, seeing books on his table, and having nothing to 
do , I resolved to wait for his return. I had enough of my 
father in me to turn at once to the books for company ; and , by 
the side of some graver works which I had recommended, I 
found certain novels in French, that Vivian had got from a cir- 
culating library. I had a curiosity to read these — for, except 
the old classic novels of France, this mighty branch of its po- 
pular literature was then new to me. I soon got interested, but 
what an interest! — the interest that a nightmare might excite, 
if one caught it out of one’s sleep , and set to work to examine 
it. By the side of what dazzling shrewdness, what deep know- 
ledge of those holes and corners in the human system, of which 
Goethe must have spoken when he said somewhere — (if I re- 
collect right, and don’t misquote him, which I ’ll not answer 
for) — “There is something in everj’ man’s heart which, if we 
could know, would make us hate him,” — by the side of all 
this , and of much more that showed prodigious boldness and 
energy of intellect, what strange exaggeration — what mock 
nobility of sentiment — what inconceivable perversion of rea- 



I 


o 


Digitized by Google 



305 


soning — what damnable demoralisation I The true artist, 
whether in romance or the drama, will often necessarily in- 
terest us in a vicious or criminal character ; but he does not 
the less leave clear to our reprobation the vice or the crime. 
But here I found myself called upon not only to feel interest in 
the villain (which would be perfectly allowable , — I am very 
much, interested in Macbeth and Lovelace) but to admire and 
sympathize with the villany itself. Nor was it the confusion of 
all wrong and right in individual character that shocked me the 
most — it was rather the view of society altogether, painted in 
colours so hideous that, if true, instead of a revolution, it would 
drawdown a deluge; — it was the hatred, carefully instilled, of 
the poor against the rich — it was the war breathed between 
class and class — it was that envy of all superiorities , which 
loves to show itself by allowing virtue only to a blouse , and 
asserting that a man must be a rogue if he belong to that rank 
of society in which, from the very gifts of education, from the 
necessary associations of circumstances, roguery is the last 
thing probable or natural. It was all this, and things a thousand 
times worse, that set my head in a whirl, as hour after hour 
slipped on, and I still gazed, spell-bound, on these Chimseras 
and Typhons — these symbols of the Destroying Principle. 
“Poor Vivian ! ” said I, as I rose at last, “ if thou readest these 
books with pleasure, or from habit, no wonder that thou 
seemest to me so obtuse about right and wrong, and to have a 
great cavity where thy brain should have the bump of ‘ con- 
scientiousness* in full salience! ” 

Nevertheless, to do those demoniacs justice, I had got 
through time imperceptibly by their pestilent help ; and I was 
startled to see, by my watch, how late it was. I had just re- 
solved to leave a line, fixing an appointment for the morrow, 
and so depart, when I heard Vivian’s knock — a knock that 
had great character in it — haughty, impatient, irregular; 
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not a neat, symmetrical, harmonious, unpretending knock, 
but a knock that seemed to set the whole house and street at 
defiance: it was a knock bullying — a knock ostentatious — 
a knock irritating and ofifensive — “impiger” and ‘*ira- 
cnndus.” 

But the step that came up the stairs did not suit the knock : 
it was a step light, yet firm — slow, yet elastic. 

The maid-servant who had opened the door had, no 
doubt, informed Vivian of my visit, for he did not seem sur- 
prised to see me ; but he cast that hurried , suspicious look 
round the room which a man is apt to cast when he has left his 
papers about, and finds some idler, on whose trustworthiness 
he by no means depends, seated in the midst of the unguarded 
secrets. The look was not flattering; but my conscience was 
so unreproachful that I laid all the blame upon the general 
suspiciousness of Vivian’s character. 

Three hours , at least, have I been here!” said I, mali- 
ciously. 

“ Three hours I ” — again the look. 

“And this is the worst secret I have discovered,” — and! 
pointed to those literary Manicheans. 

“Oh!” said he carelessly, “French novels! — I don’t 
wonder you stayed so long. I can’t read your English novels 
— flat and insipid : there are truth and life here.” 

“Truth and life!” cried I, every hair on my head erect 
with astonishment — “then hurrah for falsehood and death ! ” i 

“ They don’t please you ; no accounting for tastes.” 

“ I beg your pardon — I account for yours , if you really 
take for truth and life monsters so nefast and flagitious. For 
heaven’s sake, my dear fellow, don’t suppose that any man 
could get on in England — get anywhere but to the Old Bailey 
or Norfolk Island, if he squared his conduct to such topsy- 
turvy notions of the world as I find here.” 
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“How many years are you my senior,” asked Vivian 
sneeringly, “that you should play the mentor, and correct my 
ignorance of the world?” 

“Vivian, it is not age and experience that speak here, it Is 
something far wiser than they — the instinct of a man’s heart, 
and a gentleman’s honour.” 

“Well, well,” said Vivian, rather discomposed, “let the 
poor books alone; you know my creed — that books influence 
us little one way or the other.” 

“By the great Egyptian library, and the soul of Diodorus, 
I wish you could hear my father upon that point! Come,” 
added I, with sublime compassion — “come, it is not too 
late — do let me introduce you to my father. I will consent to 
read French novels all my life, if a single chat with Austin 
Caxton does not send you home with a happier face and a 
lighter heart. Come, let me take you back to dine with us 
to-day.” 

“I cannot,” said Vivian with some confusion — “I cannot, 
for this day I leave London. Some other time perhaps — 
for,” he added, but not heartily, “we may meet again.” 

“I hope so,” said I, wringing his hand, “and that is likely, 

— since, in spite of yourself, I have guessed your secret — 
your birth and parentage.” 

“How!” cried Vivian, turning pale, and gnawing his lip 

— “what do you mean? — speak.” 

“Well, then, are you not the lost, runaway son of Colonel 
Vivian? Come, say the truth ; let us be confidants.” 

Vivian threw off a succession of his abrupt sighs ; and then, 
seating himself, leant his face on the table, confused, no 
doubt, to find himself discovered. 

“You are near the mark,” said he at last, “but do not 
ask me farther yet. Some day,” he cried impetuously, and 
springing suddenly to his feet — *‘some day yon shall know 
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all: yes; some day, if I live, when that name shall be high 
in the world; yes, when the world is at my feet!” He 
stretched his right hand as if to grasp the space, and his 
whole face was lighted with a fierce enthusiasm. The glow 
died away, and with a slight return of his scornful smile , he 
sud — “Dreams yet; dreams! And now, look at this pa- 
per.” And he drew out a memorandum, scrawled over with 
figures. 

“This, I think, is my pecuniary debt to you; in a few 
days, I shall discharge it. Give me your address.” 

“Oh!” said I, pained, “can you speak to me of money, 
Vivian?” 

“It is one of those instincts of honour you cite so often,” 
answered he, colouring. “Pardon me.” 

“That is my address,” said I, stooping to write, to con- 
ceal my wounded feelings. “You will avail yourself of it, 
I hope, often, and tell me that you are well and happy.” 
“When I am happy, you shall know.” 

“You do not require any introduction to Trevanion?” 
Vivian hesitated: “No, I think not. If ever I do, I will 
write for it.” 

I took up my hat, and was about to go — for I was still 
chilled and mortified — when, as if by an irresistible impulse, 
Vivian came to me hastily, llung his arms round my neck, and 
kissed me as a boy kisses his brother. 

“Bear with me! ” he cried in a faltering voice: “I did not 
think to love any one as you have made me love you, though 
sadly against the grain. If you are not my good angel , it is 
that nature and habit are too strong for you. Certainly, some 
day we shall meet ag^in. I shall have time, in the meanwhile, 
to see if the world can be indeed ‘mine oyster, which I with 
sword can open.’ I would be aut Ccetar aut nullut! Very 
little other Latin know I to quote from ! If Caesar, men will 
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forgive me all the means to the end ; if nulhu, London has a 
river, and in every street one may buy a cord! ” 

“Vivian! Vivian!” 

“Now go, my dear friend, while my heart* is softened — 
go, before I shock you with some return of the native Adam. 
Go — go 1 ” 

And taking me gently by the arm, Francis Vivian drew me 
from the room, and, re-entering, locked his door. 

Ah ! if I could have left him Robert Hall, instead of those 
execrable Typhons ! But would that medicine have suited his 
case, or must grim Experience write sterner recipes with her 
iron hand ? 


CHAPTER II. 

When I got back , just in time for dinner, Roland had not 
returned , nor did he return till late in the evening. All our 
eyes were directed towards him, as we rose with one accord to 
give him welcome; but his face was like a mask — it was 
locked, and rigid, and unreadable. 

Shutting the door carefully after him, he came to the 
hearth, stood on it, upright and calm, for a few moments, 
and then asked — 

“ Has Blanche gone to bed?” 

“Yes,” said my-mother, “but not to sleep. I am sure; 
she made me promise to tell her when you came back.” 

Roland’s brow relaxed. 

“To-morrow, sister,” said he slowly, “will you see that' 
she has the proper mourning made for her? My son is 
dead.” 

“Dead!” we cried with one voice, and surrounding him 
with one impulse. 
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“Dead! impossible — you could not say it so calmly. 
Dead! — how do you know? You may be deceived. Who 
told you? ^ — why do you think so? ” 

“I have seen his remains,” said my uncle, with the same 
gloomy calm. “ We will all mourn for him. Pisistratus , you 
are. heir to my name now, as to your father’s. Good-night; 
excuse me , all — all you dear and kind ones ; I am worn out. ” 
Roland lighted his candle and went away, leaving us thun- 
derstruck ; but he came back again — looked round — took up 
his book, open in the favourite passage — nodded again, and 
again vanished. We looked at each other, as if we had seen a 
ghost. Then my father rose and went out of the room , and 
remained in Roland’s till the night was well-nigh gone. We 
sat up — my mother and I — till he returned. His benign face 
looked profoundly sad. 

“How is it. Sir? Can you tell us more?” 

My father shook his head. 

“Roland prays that you may preserve the same forbearance 
you have shown hitherto , and never mention his son’s name to 
him. Peace be to the living, as to the dead. Kitty, this 
changes our plans; we must all go to Cumberland — ^we cannot 
leave Roland thus ! ” 

“Poor, poor Roland ! ” said my mother, through her tears. 
“And to think that father and son were not reconciled. But 
Roland forgives him now — oh , yes ! now I” 

“It is not Roland we can censure, ” said my father, almost 
fiercely ; “ it is — 'out enough. We must hurry out of town as 
soon as we can: Roland wiU recover in the native air of his 
old ruins. ” 

We went up to bed mournfully. “And so,” thought I, 
“ends one grand object of my life! — I had hoped to have 
brought those two together. But, alas! what peacemaker 
like the grave! ” ' ~ 
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CHAPTER HI. 

My uncle did not leave his room for three days, but he was 
much closeted with a lawyer; and my father dropped some 
words which seemed to imply that the deceased had incurred 
debts , and that the poor Captain was making some charge on 
his small property. As Roland had said that he had seen the 
remains of his son, I took it at first for granted that we should 
attend a funeral , but no word of this was said. On the fourth 
day, Roland, in deep mourning, entered a hackney coach with 
the lawyer, and was absent about two hours. I did not doubt 
that he had thus quietly fulfilled the last mournful offices. 
On his return, he shut himself up again for the rest of the day, 
and would not see even my father. But the next morning he 
made his appearance as usual, and I even thought that he 
seemed more cheerful than I had yet known him — whether 
he played a part, or whether the worst was now over, and 
the grave was less cruel than uncertainty. On the follow- 
ing day, we all set out for Cumberland. 

In the interval. Uncle Jack had been almost constantly at 
the house, and, to do him justice, he had seemed unaffectedly 
shocked at the calamity that had befallen Roland. There was, 
indeed, no want of heart in Uncle Jack, whenever you went 
straight at it; but it was hard to find if you took a circuitous 
route towards it through the pockets. The worthy speculator 
had indeed much business to transact with my father before 
we left town. The Anti-Publiaker Society had been set up, 
and it was through the obstetric aid of that fraternity that the 
Great Book was to be ushered into the world. The new 
journal, the Literary Times, was also far advanced — not yet 
out, but my father was fairly in for it. There were prepara- 


Digiiized by Google 



312 


tions for its debut on a vast scale, and two or three gentlemen 
in black — one of whom looked like a lawyer, and another 
like a printer, and a third uncommonly like a Jew — called 
twice, with papers of a very formidable aspect. All these 
preliminaries settled, the last thing I heard Uncle Jack say, 
with a slap on my father’s back , was , “Fame and fortune both 
made now ! — you may go to sleep in safety , for you leave me 
wide awake. Jack Tibbets never sleeps I ” 

I had thought it strange that, since my abrupt exodus from 
Trevanion’s house, no notice had been taken of any of us by 
himself or Lady Ellinor. But on the very eve of our depar- 
ture , came a kind note from Trevanion to me, dated from his 
favourite country seat, (accompanied by a present of some rare 
books to my father,) in which he said briefly that there had 
been illness in his family, which had obliged him to leave town 
for a change of air, but that Lady Ellinor expected to call on 
ray mother the next week. He had found amongst his books 
some curious works of the Middle Ages, amongst others a 
complete set of Cardan , which he knew my father would like 
to have, and so sent them. There was no allusion to what had 
passed between us. 

In reply to this note, after due thanks on my father’s part, 
who seized upon the Cardan (Lyons edition, 1663, ten volumes 
folio) as a silk-worm does upon a mulberry leaf, I expressed 
our joint regrets that there was no hope of our seeing Lady 
Ellinor, as we were just leaving town. I should have added 
something on the loss my uncle had sustained, but my father 
thought that, since Roland shrank from any mention of his 
son , even by his nearest kindred , it would be his obvious wish 
not to parade his affliction beyond that circle. 

And there had been illness in Trevanion’s family! On 
whom had it fallen? I could not rest satisfied with that general 
expression, and I took my answer myself to Trevanion’s house, 
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instead of sending it by the post. In reply to my inquiries, 
the porter said that all the family were expected at the end of 
the week ; that he had heard both Lady Ellinor and Miss Tre- 
vanion had been rather poorly , but that they were now better. 
I left my note, with orders to forward it; and my wounds bled 
afresh as I came away. 

We had the whole coach to ourselves in our journey , and a 
silent journey it was , till we arrived at a little town about eight 
miles from my uncle’s residence, to which we could only get 
through a cross-road. My uncle Insisted on preceding us that 
night, and, though he had written , before we started , to an- 
nounce our coming, he was fidgety lest the poor tower should 
not make the best figure it could ; — so he went alone , and we 
took our ease at our inn. 

Betimes the next day we hired a fly-coach — for a chaise 
could never have held us and ray father’s books — and jogged 
through a labyrinth of villanous lanes, which no Marshal Wade 
had ever reformed from their primal chaos. But poor Mrs. 
Primmins and the canary-bird alone seemed sensible of ‘the 
jolts; the former, who sate opposite tons, wedged amidst a 
medley of packages, all marked “ care, to be kept top upper- 
most, ” (why I know not, for they were but books, and whether 
they lay top or bottom it could not materially aflect their 
value,) — the former, I say, contrived to extend her arms over 
those disjecta membra^ and, griping a window-sill with the right 
hand, and a window-sill with the left, kept her seat rampant, 
like the split eagle of the Austrian Empire — in fact it would 
be well, nqw-a-days, if the split eagle were as firm as Mrs. 
Primmins ! As for the canary , it never failed to respond , by 
an astonished chirp, to every “Gracious me!” and “Lord 
save us ! ” which the delve into a rut, or the bump out of it, 
sent forth from Mrs. Priramin’s lips, with all the emphatic 
dolor of the “ At at ! ” in a Greek chorus. 
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But my father, with his broad hat over his brows, was in 
deep thought. The scenes of his youth were rising before 
him, and his memory went, smooth as a spirit’s wing, over 
delve and bump. And my mother, who sat next him, had her 
arm on his shoulder, and was watching his face jealously. Did 
she think that, in that thoughtful face , there was regret for the 
old love? Blanche, who had been very sad, and had wept 
much and quietly since they put on her the mourning, and told 
her that she had no brother, (though she had no remembrance 
of the lost,) began now to evince infantine curiosity and eager- 
ness to catch the first peep of her father’s beloved tower. 
And Blanche sat on my knee, and I shared her impatience. At 
last there came in view a church spire — a church — a plain 
square building near it, the parsonage, (ray father’s old home) 
— a long straggling street of cottages and rude shops, with a 
better kind of house here and there — and in the hinder ground, 
a gray deformed mass of wall and ruin, placed on one of those 
eminences on which the Danes loved to pitch camp or build 
fort*, with one high, rude, Anglo-Norman tower rising from the 
midst. Few trees were round it, and those either poplars or 
firs, save, as we approached, one mighty oak — integral 
and unscathed. The road now wound behind the parsonage, 
and up a steep ascent. Such a road! — the whole parish 
ought to have been flogged for it 1 If I had sent up a road like 
that, even on a map, to Dr. Herman, I should not have sat 
down in comfort for a week to come I 

The fly-coach came to a full stop. 

» 

“Let us get out,” cried I, opening the door and springing 
to the ground to set the example. 

Blanche followed, and my respected parents came next. 
But when Mrs. Primmins was about to heave herself into 
movement. 
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*‘Papte!" said my father. “I think, Mrs. Primmins, you 
must remain in, to keep the books steady.” 

“ Lord love you 1 ” cried Mrs. Primmins , aghast. 

“The subtraction of such a mass, or molet — supple and 
elastic as all flesh is, and fitting into the hard corners of the 
inert matter — such a subtraction, Mrs. Primmins, would 
leave a vacuum which no natural system, certainly no artificial 
organisation , could sustain. There would be a regular dance 
of atoms, Mrs. Primmins; my books would fly here, there, 
on the floor, out of the window! 

“ Corporit officium est quoniam omnia deortum.” 

The business of a body like yours, Mrs. Primmins, is to 
press all things down — to keep them tight, as you will know 
one of these days — that is, if you will do me the favour to 
read Lucretius , and master that material philosophy, of which 
I may say, without flattery, my dear Mrs. Primmins , that you 
are a living illustration.” 

These, the first words my father had spoken since we set 
out from the inn, seemed to assure my mother that she need 
have no apprehension as to the character of his thoughts , for 
her brow cleared, and she said, laughing, 

“ Only look at poor Primmins , and then at that hill 1 ” 
“You may subtract Primmins, if you will be answerable 
for the remnant, Kitty. Only, I warn you that it is against 
all the laws of physics.” 

So saying, he sprang lightly forward, and, taking hold 
of my arm, paused and looked round, and drew the loud free 
breath with which we draw native air. 

“And yet,” said my father, after that grateful and aflfec- 
lionate inspiration — “and yet, it must be owned, that a more 
ugly country one cannot see out of Cambridgeshire.”* 

* This certainly cannot be said of Cumberland generally, one 
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“Nay,” said I, “ it is bold and large , it has a beauty' of its 
own. Those immense, undulating, uncultivated, treeless 
tracks have surely their charm of wildness and solitude I And 
how they suit the character of the mini All is feudal there : 
I understand Roland better now.” 

“I hope in heaven Cardan will come to no harm!” cried 
my father; “he is very handsomely bound ; and he fitted 
beautifully just into the fleshiest part of that fidgety Prim- 
mins.” 

Blanche, meanwhile, had mn far before us, and I followed 
fast. There were still the remains of that deep trench (sur- 
rounding the mins on three sides , leaving a ragged hill-top at 
the fourth) which made the favourite fortification of all the 
Teutonic tribes. A causeway, raised on brick arches, now, 
however, supplied the place of the drawbridge , and the outer 
gate was but a mass of picturesque min. Entering into the 
courtyard or bailey, the old castle mound, from which justice 
had been dispensed, was in full view, rising higher than the 
broken walls around it, and partially overgrown with bram- 
bles. And there stood, comparatively whole, the tower or 
keep , and from its portals emerged the veteran owner. 

His ancestors might have received us in more state, but 
certainly they could not have given us a warmer greeting. 
In fact, in his own domain, Roland appeared another man. 
His stiffness, which was a little repulsive to those who did not 
understand it, was all gone. He seemed less proud, pre 
cisely because he and his pride, on that ground, were on 
good terms with each other. How gallantly he extended — 
not his arm, in our modern Jack-and-Jill sort of fashion — 


of the most beautiful counties in Great Britain. But the immediate 
district to which Mr. Caxlon’s exclamation refers, if not ugly, is at 
least savage, bare, and rude. 
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but his right hand, to my mother; how carefully he led her 
over “brake, bush, and scaur,” through the low vaulted 
door, where a tall servant, who, it was easy to see , had been 
a soldier — in the precise livery, no doubt, warranted by the 
heraldic colours, (his stockings were red!) — stood upright 
as a sentry. And, coming into the hall, it looked absolutely 
cheerful — it took us by surprise. There was a great fire- 
place, and, though it was still summer, a great fire! It did 
not seem a bit too much, for the walls were stone, the lofty 
roof open to the rafters, while the windows were small and 
narrow, and so high and so deep sunk that one seemed in a 
vault. Nevertheless, I say the room looked sociable and 
cheerful ■ — thanks principally to the fire , and partly to a very 
ingenious medley of old tapestrj' at one end, and matting at 
the other, fastened to the lower part of the walls, seconded 
by an arrangement of furniture which did credit to my uncle’s 
taste for the Picturesque. After we had looked about and 
admired to our hearts’ content, Roland took us — not up one 
of those noble staircases you see in the later manorial resi- 
dences — but a little winding stone stair, into the rooms he 
had appropriated to his guests. There was first a small 
chamber, which he called my father’s study — in truth, it 
would have done for any philosopher or saint who wished to 
shut out the world — and might have passed for the interior 
of such a column as the Stylites inhabited; for you must have 
climbed a ladder to have looked out of the window, and then 
the vision of no short-sighted man could have got over the 
interval in the wall made by the narrow casement, which, 
after all, gave no other prospect than a Cumberland sky, with 
an occasional rook in it. But my father, I think I have said 
before, did not much care for scenery , and he looked round 
with great satisfaction upon the retreat assigned him. 
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“We can knock up shelves for your books in no time,” 
said my uncle, rubbing his hands. 

“It would be a charity quoth my father, “for they have 
been very long in a recumbent position , and would like to 
stretch themselves, poor things. My dear Roland, this room 
is made for books — so round and so deep. I shall sit here 
like Truth in a well.” 

“And there is a room for you, sister, just out of it,” 
said my uncle, opening a little low prison-like door into a 
charming room, for its window was low, and it had i^n iron 
balcony; “and out of that is the bed-room. For you, Pisis- 
tratus, my boy, I am afraid that it is soldier’s quarters, in- 
deed, with which you will have to put up. But never mind; 
in a day or two we shall make all worthy a general of your 
illustrious name — for he was a great general , Fisistratus the 
First — was he not , brother? ” 

“All tyrants are,” said my father: “the knack of soldier- 
ing is indispensable to them.” 

“Oh, you may say what you please here!” said Roland, 
in high good humour, as he drew me down stairs, still apo- 
logising for my quarters, and so earnestly that I made up my 
mind that I was to be put into an oubliette. Nor were my 
suspicions much dispelled on seeing that we had to leave the 
keep, and pick our way into what seemed to me a mere heap 
of rubbish , on the dexter side of the court. But I was agree- 
ably surprised to find, amidst these wrecks, a room with a 
noble casement commanding the whole country, and placed 
Immediately over a plot of ground cultivated as a garden. 
The furniture was ample, though homely; the floors and 
walls well matted ; and, altogether, despite the inconvenience 
of having to cross the courtyard to get to the rest of the house, 
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nnd being wholly without the modern luxury of a bell, I 
thought that I could not be better lodged. 

“But this is a perfect bower, my dear uncle! Depend on 
it, it was the bower-chamber of the Dames de Caxton — 
heaven rest them!” 

“No,” said my uncle, gravely; “I suspect it must have 
been the chaplain’s room, for the chapel was to the right of 
you. An earlier chapel, indeed, formerly existed in the 
keep tower — for, indeed, it is scarcely a true keep without 
chapel, well, and hall. I can show you part of the roof of the 
first , and the two last are* entire ; the well is very curious, 
formed in the substance of the wall at one angle of the hall. 
In Charles the First’s time, our ancestor lowered his only son 
down in a bucket, and kept him there six hours, while a 
Malignant mob was storming the tower. I need not say that 
our ancestor himself scorned to hide from such a rabble , for 
he was a grown man. The boy lived to be a sad spendthrift, 
and used the well for cooling his wine. He drank up a great 
many good acres.” 

“I should scratch him out of the pedigree, if I were you. 
But, pray , have you not discovered the proper chamber of 
that great Sir William , about whom my father is so shamefully 
sceptical?” 

“To tell you a secret,” answered the Captain, giving me 
a sly poke in the ribs , “I have put your father into it! There 
are the initial letters W. C. let into the cusp of the York rose, 
and the dale, three years before the battle of Bosworth, over 
the chimney-piece.” 

I could not help joining my uncle’s grim low laugh at this 
characteristic pleasantry ; and after I had complimented him 
on so judicious a mode of proving his point, I asked him how 
he could possibly have contrived to fit up the ruin so well, 
especially as he had scarcely visited it since his purchase. 
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“Why,” said he, “some years ago, that poor fellow you 
now see as my servant, and who is gardener, bailiff, sene- 
schal, butler, and anything else you can put him to , was sent 
out of the army on the invalid list. So I placed him here ; and 
as he is a capital carpenter , and has had a very fair education, 
I told him what I wanted, and put by a small sum every year 
for repairs and furnishing. It is astonishing how little it cost 
me, for Bolt, poor fellow, (that is his name,) caught the 
right spirit of the thing, and most of the furniture, (which 
you see is ancient and suitable,) he picked up at different 
cottages and farm-houses in the neighbourhood. As it is, 
however, we have plenty more rooms here and there — only, 
of late,” continued my uncle, slightly changing colour, “I 
had no money to spare. But come,” he resumed, with an 
evident effort — “ come and see my barrack : it is on the other 
side of the hall, and made out of what no doubt were the 
butteries.” 

We reached the yard, and found the fly-coach had just 
crawled to the door. My father’s head was buried deep in the 
vehicle, — he was gathering up his packages, and sending 
out, oracle-like, various muttered objurgations and anathemas 
upon Mrs. Frimmins and her vacuum ; which Mrs. Primmins, 
standing by, and making a lap with her apron to receive the 
packages and anathemas simultaneously, bore with the mild- 
ness of an angel, lifting up her eyes to heaven and murmuring 
something about “poor old bones.” Though, as for Mrs. 
Primmins’s bones , they had been myths these twenty years, 
and you might as soon have found a Plesiosaurus in the fat 
lands of Romney Marsh as a bone amidst those layers of flesh 
in which my poor father thought he had so carefully cottoned 
up his Cardan. 

Leaving these parties to adjust matters between them, we 
stepped under the low doorway, and entered Rowland’s 
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room. Oh , certainly Bolt had caught the spirit of the thing ! — 
certainly he had penetrated down even to the very pathos that 
lay within the deeps of Roland’s character. Buffbnsays “the 
style is the man ; ” there, the room was the man. That name- 
less, inexpressible, soldier-like, methodical neatness which 
belonged to Roland — that was the first thing thatrscktu 
one — that was the general character of the whole. Then , in 
details, there, in stout oak shelves, were the books on which 
my father loved to jest his more imaginative brother, — there 
they were, Froissart, Barante, Joinville, Mart d! Arthur ^ 

Amadu (\f Gaul, Spenser’s Fairy Queen, a noble copy of 
Strutt’s Horda, Mallet’s NorthemAntiquities, Percy’s Reliques, 
Pope’s Corner, books on gunnery, archery, hawking, forti- 
fication — old chivalry and modern war together cheek by 
jowl. 

Old chivalry and modem warl — look to that tilting helmet 
with the tall Caxton crest, and look to that trophy near it, a 
French cuirass — and that old banner (a knight’s pennon) 
surmounting those crossed bayonets. And over the chimney- 
piece there — bright, clean, and, I warrant you, dusted 
daily — are Roland’s own sword, his holsters and pistols, yea, 
the saddle, pierced and lacerated, from which he had reeled 
when that leg — I gasped — I felt it all at a glance , and I stole 
softly to the spot, and, had Roland not been there, I eould 
have kissed that sword as reverently as if it had been a 
Bayard’s or a Sidney’s. 

My uncle was too modest to guess my emotion; he rather 
thought I had turned my face to conceal a smile at his vanity, 
and said, in a deprecating tone of apology — “It was all Bolt’s 
doing, foolish fellow.” 


The Caxtons. L 
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CHAPTER IV. 

OuB host regaled us with a hospitality that notably con- 
trasted his economical thrifty habits in London. To be sure. 
Bolt had caught the great pike which headed the feast; and 
Bolt, no doubt, had helped to rear those fine chickens ab 
ovo; Bolt, I have no doubt, made that excellent Spanish 
omelette ; and for the rest, the products of the sheepwalk and 
the garden came in as volunteer auxiliaries — very different 
from the mercenary recruits by which those metropolitan 
Condottieri f the butcher and green-grocer, hasten the ruin of 
that melancholy commonwealth called “genteel poverty.” 

Our evening passed cheerfully; and Roland, contrary to 
his custom, was talker in chief. It was eleven o'clock before 
Bolt appeared with a lantern to conduct me through the court- 
yard to my dormitory, among the ruins — a ceremony which, 
every night, shine or dark, he insisted upon punctiliously 
performing. 

It was long before I could sleep — before I could believe 
that but so few days had elapsed since Roland heard of his 
son’s death — that son whose fate had so long tortured him ; 
and yet, never had Roland appeared so free from sorrow! 
Was it natural — was it effort? Several days passed before I 
eould answer that question, and then not wholly to my satis- 
faction. Effort there was, or rather resolute systematic de- 
termination. At moments Roland’s head drooped, his brows 
met, and the whole man seemed to sink. Yet these were only 
moments; he would rouse himself up like a dozing charger at 
the sound of a trumpet, and shake off the creeping weight. 
But, whether from the vigour of his determination, or from 
some aid in other trains of reflection, I could not but perceive 
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that Roland’s sadness really was less grave and bitter than it 
had been, or than it was natural to suppose. He seemed to 
transfer, daily more and more, his affections from the dead to 
those around him, especially to Blanche and myself. He let 
it be seen that he looked on me now as his lawful successor — 
as the future supporter of his name — he was fond of confiding 
to me all his little plans, and consulting me on them. He 
would walk with me around his domains , (of which I shall say 
more hereafter,) — point out, from every eminence we 
climbed, where the broad lands which his forefathers owned 
stretched away to the horizon; unfold with tender hand the 
mouldering pedigree, and rest lingeringly on those of his 
ancestors who had held martial post, or had died on the field. 
There was a crusader who had followed Richard to Ascalon ; 
there was a knight who had fought at Agincourt; there was a 
cavalier (whose picture was still extant, with fair lovelocks) 
who had fallen at Worcester — no doubt the same who had 
cooled his son in that well which the son devoted to more 
agreeable associations. But of all these worthies there was 
none whom my uncle , perhaps from the spirit of contradiction, 
valued like that apocryphal Sir William: and why? — because, 
when the apostate Stanley turned the fortunes of the field at 
Bosworth, and when that cry of despair — “Treason, trea- 
son!” burst from the lips of the lastPlantagenet, “amongst 
the faithless,” this true soldier “faithful found!” had fallen 
in that lion-rush which Richard made at his foe. “Your father 
tells me that Richard was a murderer and usurper,” quoth my 
uncle. “ Sir , that might be true or not ; but it was not on the 
field of battle that his followers were to reason on the charac- 


ter of the master who trusted them, especially when a legion 
of foreign hirelings stood opposed to them. I would not have 
descended from that turncoat Stanley to be lord of all the 


lands the Earls of Derby can boast of. Sir, in loyalty, men 
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£ght and die for a grand principle, and a lofly passion ; and 
this brave Sir William was paying back to the last Flantagenet 
the benefits he had received from the first 1 ” 

“ And yet it may be doubted,” siud I maliciously, “whether 
William Caxton the printer did not — ” 

“Plague, pestilence, and fire seize William Caxton the 
printer, and his invention too ! ” cried my uncle barbarously. 
“ When there were only a few books, at least they were good 
ones ; and now they are so plentiful, all they do is to confound 
the judgment, unsettle the reason, drive the good books out 
of cultivation, and draw a plough-share of innovation over 
every ancient landmark; seduce the women, womanize the 
men, upset states, thrones, and churches; rear a race of 
chattering, conceited, coxcombs, who can always find books 
in plenty to excuse them from doing their duty; make the 
poor discontented, the rich crotchety and whimsical, refine 
away the stout old virtues into quibbles and sentiments ! All 
imagination formerly was expended in noble action, adven- 
ture, enterprise, high deeds and aspirations; now a man can 
but be imaginative by feeding on the false excitement of pas- 
sions he never felt, dangers he never shared; and he fritters 
away all there is of life to spare in him upon the fictitious love- 
sorrows of Bond Street and St. James’s. Sir, chivalry 
ceased when the press rose 1 And to fasten upon me, as a 
forefather, out of all men who have ever lived and sinned, 
the verj' man who has most destroyed what I most valued — 
who, by the Lord I with his cursed invention has well-nigh got 
rid of respect for forefathers altogether — is a cruelty of which 
my brother had never been capable, if that printer’s devil had 
not got hold of him ! ” , 

That a man in this blessed nineteenth century should be 
such a Vandal! and that my tmcle Roland should talk in a 
strain that Totila would have been ashamed of, within so 
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ehort a time after my father’s scientific and erudite oration 
on the Hygeiana of Books, was enough to make one despair 
of the progress of intellect and the perfectibility of our 
species. And I have no manner of doubt that, all the while, 
my uncle had a brace of books in his pockets, Robert Hall 
one of them ! In truth, he had talked himself into a passion, 
and did not know what nonsense he was saying. But this 
explosion of Captain Roland’s has shattered the thread of my 
matter. Foufifl I must take breath and begin again I 

Yes, in spite of my sauciness, the old soldier evidently 
took to me more and more. And, besides our critical exa- 
mination of the property and the pedigree, he carried me with 
him on long excursions to distant villages, where some me- 
morial of a defunct Caxton, a coat of arms, or an epitaph on 
a tombstone, might be still seen. And he made me pore over 
topographical works and county histories, (forgetful, Goth 
that he was, that for those very authorities he was indebted 
to the repudiated printer 1) to find some anecdote of his 
beloved dead! In truth, the county for miles round bore 
the vestigia of those old Caxtons ; their handwriting was on 
many a broken wall. And, obscure as they all were, com- 
pared to that great operative of the Sanctuary at Westminster, 
whom my father clung to — still, that the yesterdays that had 
lighted them the way to dusty death had cast no glare on dis- 
honoured scutcheons seemed clear, from the popular respect 
and traditional aflfection in which I found that the name was 
still held in hamlet and homestead. It was pleasant to see 
the veneration with which this small hidalgo of some three 
hundred a-year was held, and the patriarchal affection with 
which he returned it. Roland was a man who would walk 
into a cottage, rest his cork leg on the hearth, and talk for 
the hour together upon all that lay nearest to the hearts of the 
owners. There is a peculiar spirit of aristocracy amongst 
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agricultural peasants: they like old names and families ; they 
identify themselves with the honours of a house^ as if of its 
clan. They do not care so much for wealth as townsfolk and 
the middle class do ; they have a pity, but a respectful one, 
for well-bom poverty. And then this Roland, too — who 
, would go and dine in a cook shop, and receive change for a 
shilling, and shun the ruinous luxury of a hack cabriolet — 
could be positively extrav^ant in his liberalities to those 
around him. He was altogether another being in his paternal 
acres. The shabby-genteel, half- pay captain, lost in the 
whirl of London, here luxuriated into a dignified ease of 
manner that Chesterfield might have admired. And, if to 
please is the true sign of politeness, I wish you could have 
seen the faces that smiled upon Captain Roland, as he walked 
down the village, nodding from side to side. 

One day a frank, hearty, old woman, who had known Ro- 
land as a boy, seeing him lean on my arm, stopped us, as she 
said bluffly, to take a “geud luik” at me. 

F ortunately I was stalwart enough to pass muster, even in 
the eyes of a Cumberland matron ; and, after a compliment 
at which Roland seemed much pleased, she said to me, but 
pointing to the Captain — 

“Hegh, Sir, now you ha the bra time before you; you 
maun een try and be as geud as he. And if life last, ye wull 
too — for there never waur a bad ane of that stock. Wi’ heads 
kindly stup’d to the least, and lifted manfu’ oop to the 
heighest — that ye all war’ sin ye came from the Ark. Blessins 
on the ould name — though little pelf goes with it — it sounds 
on the peur man’s ear like a bit o’ gould! ” 

“ Do you not see now,” said Roland, as we turned away, 
“what we owe to a name, and what to our forefathers ? — do 
you not see why the remotest ancestor has a right to our re- 
spect and consideration -L for he was a parent? ‘Honour 
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^our parents’ — the law does not say, ‘Honour your children! * 

If a child disgrace us, and the dead, and the sanctity of this 
great heritage of their virtues — the name; — if he does — ” 
Roland ^topped short, and added fervently, “But you are 
my heir now — I have no fear! What matters one foolish 
old man’s sorrow? — the name, that property of generations, 
is saved, thank Heaven — the name 1” 

Now the riddle was solved, and I understood why, amidst 
all his natural grief for a son’s loss, that proud father was 
consoled. For he was less himself a father than a son — son 

• 

to the long dead. From every grave, where a progenitor 
slept, he had heard a parent’s voice. He could bear to be 
bereaved, if the forefathers were not dishonoured. Roland 
was more than half a Roman — the son might still cling to his 
household affections, but the lares were a part of his religion. 


CHAPTER V. 

But I ought to be hard at work, preparing myself for Cam- 
bridge. The deuce 1 — how can I? The point in academical 
education on which I require most preparation is Greek com- 
position. I come to my father, who, one might think, was 
at home enough in this. But rare indeed is it to £md a great 
scholar who is a good teacher. 

My dear father! if one is content to take you in your own 
way, there never was a more admirable instructor for the 
heart, the head, the principles, or the tastes — when you 
have discovered that there is some one sore to be healed — 
one defect to be repaired; and you have rubbed your spec- 
tacles, and got your hand fairly into that recess between your 
frill and your waistcoat. But to go to you, cut and dry, mo- 
notonously, regularly — book and exercise in hand — to sea 
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the mournful patience ■with which you tear yourself from that 
great volume of Cardan in the very honeymoon of possession 
— and then to note those mild eyebrows gradually distend 
themselves into perplexed diagonals, over some false quantity 
or some barbarous collocation — till there steal forth that 
horrible “ Papas 1” which means more on your lips than I am 
sure it ever did when Latin was a live language, and “Papse I ** 
a natural and unpedantic ejaculation! — no, I would sooner 
blunder through the dark by myself a thousand times, than 
light my rush- light at the lamp of that Phlegethonian 
“Papse!” 

And then my father would ■wisely and kindly, but wondrous 
slowly, erase three-fourths of one’s pet verses, and intercalate 
others that one saw were exquisite, but could not exactly see 
why. And then one asked why ; and my father shook his head 
in despair, and said — “But you ought to feel why ! ” 

In short, scholarship to him was like poetry : he could no 
more teach it you than Pindar could have taught you how to 
make an ode. You breathed the aroma, but you could no 
more seize and analyse it, than, with the opening of your 
naked hand, you could carry off the scent of arose. I soon 
left my father in peace to Cardan, and to the Great Book, 
which last, by the way, advanced but slowly. For Uncle Jack 
had now insisted on its being published in quarto, ■with illus- 
trative plates; and those plates took an immense time, and 
were to cost an immense sum — but that cost was the affair of 
the Anti-Publisher Society. But how can I settle to work by 
myself? No sooner have I got into my room — penilus ab orbe 
divisus, as I rashly think — than there is a tap at the door. 
Now, it is my mother, who is benevolently engaged upon 
making curtains to all the -windows , (a trifling superfluity that 
Bolt had forgotten or disdained ,) and who wants to know how 
the draperies are fashioned at Mr. Trevanion’s : a pretence to 
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have me near her, and see with her own eyes that I am not 
fretting; — the moment she hears I have shut myself up in my 
room , she is sure that it is for sorrow. Now it is Bolt, who is 
making book-shelves for my father, and desires to consult me 
at eveiy turn, especially as I have given him a Gothic design, 
which pleases him hugely. Now it is Blanche, whom, in an 
evil hour, I undertook to teach to draw, and who comes in on 
tiptoe, vowing she ’ll not disturb me, and sits so quiet that she 
fidgets me out of all patience. Now, and much more often, 
it is the Captain, who wants me to walk, to ride, to fish. 
And, by St. Hubert 1 (saint of the chase,) bright August comes 
— and there is moor-game on those barren wolds — and my 
uncle has given me the gun he shot with at my age single- 
barrelled, flint lock — but you would not have laughed at it 
if you had seen the strange feats it did in Roland’s hands — 
while in mine, I could always lay the blame on the flint lock I 
Time, in short, passed rapidly ; and if Roland and I had our 
dark hours, we chased them away before they could settle — 
shot them on the wing as they got up. 

Then, too, though the immediate scenery around my 
uncle’s was so bleak and desolate, the country within a few 
miles was so full of objects of interest — of landscapes so 
poetically grand or lovely; and occasionally we coaxed my 
father from the Cardan, and spent whole days by the margin 
of some glorious lake. 

Amongst these excursions, I made one by myself to that 
house in which my father had known the bliss and the pangs of 
that stem first love which still left its scars fresh on my own 
memory. The house, large and imposing, was shut up — the 
Trevanions had not been there for years — the pleasure- 
grounds had been contracted into the smallest possible space. 
There was no positive decay or ruin — that Trevanion would 
never have allowed; but there was the dreary look of ab- 
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senteeship evetywhere. I penetrated into the house with the 
help of my card and half-a-crown. I saw that memorable 
boudoir — I could fanc^ the very spot in which my father had 
heard the sentence that had changed the current of his life. 
And when I returned home, I looked with new tenderness on 
my father’s placid brow — and blessed anew that tender help- 
mate, who, in her patient love, had chased from it every 
shadow. . 

I had received one letter from Vivian a few days after our 
arrival. It had been redirected from my father's house, at 
which I had given him my address. It was short, but seemed 
cheerful. He said, that he believed he had at last hit on the 
right way, and should keep to it — that he and the world were 
better fiiends than they had been — and that the only way 
to keep friends with the world was to treat it as a tamed tiger, 
and have one hand on a crow-bar while one fondled the beast 
with the other. He enclosed me a bank-note which somewhat 
more than covered his debt to me, and bade me pay him the 
surplus when he should claim it as a millionnaire. He gave me 
no address in his letter, out it bore the post- mark of 
Godaiming. I had the impertinent curiosity to look into an 
old topographical work upon Surre and in a supplemental 
itinerary I found this passage, ‘*To the left of the beech- wood, 
three miles from Godaiming, you catch a glimpse of the 
elegant seat of Francis Vivian, Esq.” To judge by the date 
of the work, the said Francis Vivian might be the grandfather 
of my friend, his name-sake. There could no longer be any 
doubt as to the parentage of this prodigal son. 

The long vacation was now nearly over, and all his guests 
were to leave the poor Captain. In fact, we had made a long 
trespass on his hospitality. It was settled that I was to ac- 
company my father and mother to their long-neglected 
penalet, and start thence for Cambridge. 
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Our parting was sorrowful — even Mrs. Primmins wept as 
she shook hands with Bolt. But Bolt, an old soldier, was of 
course a lady’s man. The brothers did not shake hands only 
— they fondly embraced, as brothers of that time of life 
rarely do now-a-days, except on the stage. And Blanche, 
with one arm round my mother’s neck, and one round mine, 
sobbed in my ear, — “But I will be your little wife, I will.” 
Finally, the fly-coach once more received us all — all but poor 
Blanche, and we looked round and missed her. 


CHAPTER VI. 

.Mi 

Alma Mater! Alma Mater I New-fashioned folks, with 
their large theories of education, may find fault with thee. 
But a true Spartan mother thou art — hard and stem as the 
old matron who bricked up her son Fausanias, bringing the 
first stone to immure him; hard and stem, I say, to the 
worthless, but full of majestic tenderness to the worthy. 

For a young man to go up to Cambridge (I say nothing of 
Oxford, knowing nothing thereof) merely as routine work, 
to lounge through three years to a degree among the ol nolkoi 
— for such an one, Oxford Street herself, whom the immortal 
Opium-eater hath so direly apostrophised, is not a more 
careless and stony-hearted mother. But for him who will 
read, who will work, who will seize the rare advantages 
proflTered, who will select his friends judiciously — yea, out of 
that vast ferment of young idea in its lusty vigour, choose the 
good and reject the bad — there is plenty to make those three 
years rich with fruit imperishable — three years nobly spent, 
even though one must pass over the Ass’s Bridge to get into 
the Temple of Honour. 

Important changes in the Academical system have been 
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recently announced, and honours are henceforth to be ac- 
corded to the successful disciples in moral and natural scien- 
ces. By the side of the old throne of Mathesis, they have 
placed two very useful fauteuiU a la FoUaire. I have no 
objection; but, in those three years of life, it is not so much 
the thing learned, as the steady perseverance in learning 
something that is excellent. 

It was fortunate, in one respect, for me that I had seen a 
little of the real world — the metropolitan , before I came to 
that mimic one — the cloistral. F or what were called pleasures 
in the Uist, and which might have allured me, had I come fresh 
from school , had no charm for me now. Hard drinking and 
high play, a certain mixture of coarseness and extravagance, 
made the fashion among the idle when I was at the university 
sub consuls Planco — when Wordsworth was master of Trinity: 
it may be altered now. 

But I had already outlived such temptations, and so, na- 
turally, I was thrown out of the society of the idle, and some- 
what into that of the laborious. 

Still, to speak frankly, I had no longer the old plea- 
sure in books. If my acquaintance with the great world 
had destroyed the temptation to puerile excesses, it- bad 
also increased my constitutional tendency to practical ac- 
tion. And, alas! in spite of all the benefit I had de- 
rived from Robert Hall, there were times when memory 
was so poignant that I had no choice but to rush from the 
lonely room haunted by tempting phantoms too dangerously 
fair, and sober down the fever of the heart by some violent 
bodily fatigue. The ardour which belongs to early youth, 
and which it best dedicates to knowledge, had been charmed 
prematurely to shrines less severely sacred. Therefore, 
though I laboured , it was with that full sense <\f labour which 
(as I found at a much later period of life) the truly triumphant 
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student never knows. Learning — that marble imago — 
warms into life, not at the toil of the chisel, but the wor- 
ship of the sculptor. The mechanical workman finds but the 
voiceless stone. 

At my uncle’s, such a thing as a newspaper rarely made its 
appearance. At Cambridge, even among reading men, the 
newspapers had their due importance. Politics ran high ; and 
I had not been three days at Cambridge before I heard Tre- 
vanion’s name. Newspapers, therefore, had their charms for 
me. Trevanion’s prophecy about himself seemed about to be 
fulfilled. There were rumours of changes in the cabinet. 
Trevanion’s name was bandied to and fro, struck from praise 
to blame, high and low, as a shuttle-cock. Still the changes 
were not made, and the cabinet held firm. Not a word in the 
Morning Pott, under the head of fashionable intelligence, as 
to rumours that would have agitated me more than the rise 
and fall of governments — no hint of “the speedy nuptials 
of the daughter and sole heiress of a distinguished and wealthy 
commoner:” only now and then, in enumerating the circle of 
brilliant guests at the house of some party chief, I gulped back 
the heart that rushed to my lips, when I saw the names of Lady 
EUinor and Miss Trevanion. 

But amongst all that prolific progeny of the periodical 
press — remote offspring of my great namesake and ancestor, 
(for I hold the faith of my father,) — where was the Literary 
Times? — what had so long retarded its promised blossoms? 
Not a leaf in the shape of advertisements had yet emerged 
from its mother earth. I hoped from my heart that the whole 
thing was abandoned, and would not mention it in my letters 
home, lest I should revive the mere idea of it. But, in default 
of the Literary Times, there did appear a new journal, a daily 
journal too; a tall, slender, and meagre stripling, with a vast 
head, by way of prospectus, which protruded itself for three 
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weeks successively at the top of the leading article ; — witli a 
fine and subtle body of paragraphs ; — and the smallest legs, 
in the way of advertisements, that any poor newspaper ever 
stood upon! And yet this attenuated journal had a plump 
and plethoric title, a title that smacked of turtle and venison ; 
an aldermanic, portly, grandiose , Falstaffian title — it was 
called The Capitalist. And all those fine subtle para- 
graphs were larded out with receipts how to make money. 
There was an El Dorado in everj' sentence. To believe that 
paper, you would think no man had ever yet found a proper 
return for his pounds, shillings, and pence. You would have 
turned up your nose at twenty per cent. There was a great 
deal about Ireland — not her wrongs, thank Heaven I but her 
fisheries: a long inquiry what had become of the pearls for 
which Britain was once so famous : a learned disquisition upon 
certain lost gold mines now happily rediscovered: a very 
ingenious proposition to turn London smoke into manure, by 
a new chemical process: recommendations to the poor to 
hatch chickens in ovens like the ancient Egyptians : agricul- 
tural schemes for sowing the waste lands in England with 
onions, upon the system adopted near Bedford, net produce 
one hundred pounds an acre. In short, according to that 
paper, every rood of ground might well maintain its man, 
and every shilling be like Hobson’s money-bag, “the fruitful 
parent of a hundred more.” For three days, at the news- 
paper room of the Union Club, men talked of this journal; 
some pished, some sneered, some wondered; till an ill- 
natured mathematician , who had just taken his degree, and 
had spare time on his hands, sent a long letter to the Morning 
Chronicle f showing up more blunders, in some article to 
which the editor of The Capitalist had specially invited at- 
tention, (unlucky dog!) than would have paved the whole 
island of Laputa. AHer that time, not a soul read The Capi- 
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ialist. How long it dragged on its existence I know not; but 
it certainly did not die of a maladie de longueur. 

Little thought I, when I joined in the laugh against The 
Capitalist^ that I onght rather to have followed it to its grave, 
in black crape and weepers , — unfeeling wretch that I was ! 
But, like a poet, O Capitalist! thou wert not discovered, and 
appreciated, and prized, and mourned, till thou wert dead 
and buried, and the bill came in for thy monument! 

The first term of my college life was just expiring, when 
I received a letter from my mother, so agitated , so alarming, 
at first reading so unintelligible, that I could only see that 
some great misfortune had befallen us; and I stopped short 
and dropped on my knees, to pray for the life aud health of 
those whom that misfortune more specially seemed to me- 
nace; and then — and then, towards the end of the last 
blurred sentence — read twice, thrice, over — I could cry, 
“Thank Heaven, thank Heaven! it is only, then, money 
after aU!” 


EKD OF VOL. X* 
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